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10 Million People a Day 


go to the movies in this country; and say what you will about 
the quality of the average motion-picture production, it has 
an influence more profound, more deeply rooted than the 
printed word, and is spread over a wider territory. 

The “pictures” are the universal language; they speak to 
the heart, they stir the emotions, they leave their impress on 
the dullest intelligence. And next to the movies themselves 
are the magazines which tell about them and illustrate them 


in “stills.” 
Only one magazine in the world is devoted to the humor of 
the screen. That magazine is FILM FUN. 


It is clean, bright, sophisticated, amusing. 


It is the popular motion-picture magazine in its perfection. 


It publishes an average of fifty unique photographic illus- 
trations in each issue. 

It tells intimate facts about the famous “‘stars’” of the 
screen. 

It prints the best thought of the best-known authors on all 
matters relating to the art of motion pictures. 

It is beautiful physically and it is a joy to read. 

It is neither highbrow nor lowbrow; only just human and 
entertaining. 

We believe it will be worth your while to buy a copy of 
FILM FUN at the nearest newsstand or periodical shop. We 
believe that once you have read it you will want it every month. 
Try it—today. Ask for the 


August FILM FUN Now 


On sale (if not already sold out) by all live-wire newsdealers 
- and booksellers. 
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THINK THAT CERISE SUITS YOUR COMPLEXION BETTER THAN Pt RPLE. 
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Diawn by Garpvner O. Rea 


Irate and Near-sighted Owner—Now THEN, DAD BURN YE! EVEN EF I DON’TSEE YE, I’VE 


GOT YER PANTS, AN’ YOU 


ALL NIGHT!, 


Butter 


remember,”’ repeated my 
wife, as the 8:15 pulled in, 
“that the most important thing 
é, is the wutter. Please don’t 
come home without it this time. 

And don’t get cheated on the weight.” 

These parting admonitions, graven on 
my mind by the memory of what had 
previously passed between us on occasions 
when I had forgotten the butter and been 
cheated on the weight, obtruded themselves 
between my eyes and the headlines of my 
paper all the way down to the city. This 
time I would get the thing off my mind at 
once. I would leap into the grocery before 
going to the office. 

“Give me a pound of butter,” 
claimed, “and please hurry.” 

“A pound of butter,” the man repeated, 
dubiously, looking around the store. “Ah, 
yes, butter. There she is.” 

I noticed then that his was a strange face. 
He said he was the new proprietor, but 
that meant nothing” 


ND 


I ex- 


’ 


BOYS ARE GOIN’ T’ GIT A TANNIN’ EF 


I HAVE T 


CAMP HERE 


Late Than Never 


By Joun CuHapMAN HILDER 


“Haven’t forgotten me, have you?” I 
inquired, kindly, approaching him. 

“You the man wanted a pound of 
butter?”’ 

I nodded. 

“Must it be an even pound?” 

I nodded again. 

“Well, sir,” he replied, with a sigh, 
“I’m weighing it. Tricky stuff to weigh, 
butter is.” 

With that he turned to the scales again. 
There was a chunk of butter on the pan. 
The indicator indicated that it weighed 
a pound and three quarters. With a nerv- 
ous slash the man lopped off a goodly 
portion. The indicator dropped to a little 
over a pound. The butter man’s spirits 
dropped, too. 

“And I almost got it a minute ago,” he 
complained. He added a thin slice. The 
scale said not quite three quarters. He 
added a bigger slice. The scale said one 
pound three ounces. The new proprietor 


put down the knife and rolled up his 
sleeves. His face took on a certain 
grimness. 

“T’ll get it right if it takes all day,” he 
muttered. He did not consider my time, 
but I rather admired him. He had faith. 
And faith will move mountains. It cer- 
tainly moved a mountain of butter. 

After watching for an hour, I began to 
get restless. I took off my coat and hat. 
“Here,” I said, “let me try. I bet you 
I can do it.” 

“Bet you can’t,” he countered, sur- 
rendering the knife. I bet him a dollar 
and lost. Then I bet him two dollars and 
lost. It was beginning to get hot. I took 
off my collar. The butter was so soft 
from manipulation that it wouldn’t stay 
on the knife. 

“Let’s take a fresh hunk and start all 
over again,’ I suggested. I wasn’t going 
to be beaten by mere butter. Besides, 
I wanted to win back my money, 

Customers came, 





to me at the mo- 
ment. Men come 
and go, yet butter is 
sold. Perching my- 
self on a stool, I 
launched into a re- 
reading of the head- 
lines, 

Ifinished the head- 
lines and two fruity 
divorce stories then 
Tose, expecting to see 
my package ready. 
It wasn’t. The man 








waited a while and 


went out. But we 
kept resolutely at it. 
Carving, __ betting, 


weighing and losing. 
Our form improved 
with practice. Some- 
times we came within 
an ounce or two of 
the even pound. 
Talk about excite- 
ment! 

At noon we had 
completely used up 








was still at the back 
of the store. 
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“7 Coutp Be Happy with ErruHer One.” 
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one tub of butter. 
I suddenly remem- 








———— —————————— 
Se 


SS 


bered a lunch date at the club. “What 
time do you eat?” I asked the grocer. 

“‘Ain’t goner eat,” said he, between his 
teeth, as he opened up a fresh tub. 

“Nonsense, man,” I said. “You can’t 
work hard all day without eating. Tell 
you what, you come with me to the club. 
We can have a bite and then start in 
again.” 

At the club my gang were all tremen- 
dously interested. After lunch several of 
the more boastful ones accepted my invita- 
tion to return to the store and see what 
they could do. 

The owner of the shop and I just stood 
there and watched those lads cover them- 
selves with butter. It was a circus. Each 
man had an individual technique. One 
would use a free, side-arm swing. Another 
would take short, ugly jabs at the greasy 
stuff. And they were all rotten judges of 
weight. Just imagine: six able-bodied 
men—and not one of them could cut an 
even pound of butter. We pocketed 
greenbacks by the dozen. We even took 
checks. 

Occasionally a male customer would 
drift to the back of the store to curse about 
the service and he too would be roped in. 

At train time we were in the thick of it 
The boys from the club, their own money 
all gone, were standing aside reaping 
harvests from strangers lured in by the 
The corner cop eased in, tried his 
luck and lost his shirt. I telephoned home 
that I wouldn’t be out till late. “And,” 
I added, to my wife, “I haven’t forgotten 
the butter.” 

At last we had to stop. There was no 
more raw material. The counter was 
dripping with it. The floor was a quag- 
mire of it. We had it on our hands and 


( 


noise. 
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Drawn by Ant Hevrant 
Friend—Money TALKS. 


Poet—I wisn I COULD LISTEN TO ITS CON- 
VERSATION. 


our pants, our hair and our shoes. But 
there wasn’t any butter solid enough to 
work with. One by one the party broke 
up. I was left alone with the shop-owner. 

“Some day!”’ said I. 

“T'll say it was.” 

“We'll have to try it again,” I suggested. 

“Say, I’m going to open a creamery!” 
said the butter man. I looked at my 
watch. “Great Scott! Only three min- 
utes to make the last train. And I 
haven’t got any butter.” 

I grabbed one of those little wooden 
dishes, scooped up some of the yellow mess 
lying on the counter, tucked it into a bag 
and was just able to jump onto the last 
car. My wife was asleep when I got home. 

“T can’t imagine what could have hap- 
pened to that butter you brought,” she 
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“Parpon ME, MapaM, BUT—BUT—yYOU MUST BE ONE OF THOSE MERMAIDENS.” 


said the next morning. “It’s full of dirt. 
But at any rate it’s exactly a pound—not 
an ounce out of the way. I put it on the 
scales myself.” 

She has never understood what gave me 
the resultant fit of hysterics. 


The City’s Charm 


By Percy WaxMAN 


HURL my curse at the kind of verse 
That boasts of the country’s joys, 
Of the river’s flow and the moonlight glow 
And the barefoot, freckled boys. 
When poets bleat of the golden wheat, 
I could scream at that sort of thing; 
Or when they thrill at some mildewed mill, 
And the burgeoning forth of spring. 


I like my feet on a well-paved street, 
Where there are no gnats or bees. 
And at every shop, entranced I stop— 
I much prefer them to trees. 
The traffic’s roar means, to me, much more 
Than the low of the browsing herd; 
While a street-car gong is a sweeter song 
Than the tweet of some dinky bird. 


You can have your tramp on the dust or 
damp 
Of a rutty rural road; 
Give me the smells and the friendly yells, 
Where millions have their abode. 
You can sprawl your way on a load of hay 
Gazing up at an empty sky, 
I’d rather ride on the top, or inside 
Of a bus where the crowds roll by. 


Sing all you please of the buds aid trees 
Or the silk of the waving corn; 

You can hymn your praise of the harvest 

days 

Or the sun in the early morn. 

Give me one night of the city’s delight, 
A concert, a dinner or play 

With a pal to chaff or a woman to laugh 
At whatever you do or say. 


For it isn’t the charm of a well-run farm 
That makes life seem worth-while; 
And it isn’t the flowers nor the peaceful 

hours 
Nor the presence of wealth or style. 
And it isn’t the green of a woodland scene 
Like a flag before you unfurled 
That brings you joy; no, it’s this, my boy— 
It’s people who make the world! 


Practice and Preacher 
Dorothy—Oh, Jimmie! I’ve bwoken my 
dolly! 
Jimmie—You should thay “broken, 
thithter! 


He Has Their Number 

Highbrow—My writings are not for the 
rabble. They can be appreciated only by 
the intelligentia, if you understand what 
I mean. 

Lowbrow—Sure I get you. You mean 
those guys who think they invented 
thought. 
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Drawn by Emmetr Watson 


Ready for Big Game 
By Epmunp J. Kierer 


HE proprietor of the summer hotel was 

talking things over with his young 
lady accomplice, preparatory to the open- 
ing of the guest-trapping season. 

“Have the birch tree supports 
placed under the roof?”’ 

“Just in the nick of time, sir.” 

“Have additional stakes been driven in 
the high grass before the porch, to keep 
the house from coasting into the lake?”’ 

“Yes. Last year’s had become quite 
rotten.” 

“Have the windows on the first floor been 
tacked over with netting to keep out the 
bugs?’’ 

“Yes—at least we have used up all the 
netting.” 

“Um—and those seaweed mattresses in 
the sixty-dollar rooms, have they all been 
turned over?” 

“They have, and the don’t waste water 
signs are everywhere.” 

“Good! Well, I guess that’s about all 
—oh, how about that car of army food— 
has it come up yet?” 

“Came this morning. There’s enough 
stuff to carry us through till mid-Septem 
ber.” 

“Fine! Now send all the Sunday 
papers another copy of our ad that starts 
BE GOOD TO YOURSELF—SPEND 
YOUR VACATION AT THE BIRDS- 
VIEW—IT BEATS HOME.” 


been 











A Mipsummer Knicut’s Dream. 


An Always Interesting Topic 
“He has a reputation for being a bore; 
how could you talk with him for over an 
hour?” 
“A bore, indeed he’s not! 
about my business and me.” 


Bible Names 


By Haroip Seton 
AIL Mark and Jeremiah, 
Hail Solomon and Cain, 
Hail Luke and Zephaniah, 
Hail Malachi?and Nain! 
How one’s imagination 
Each word at once inflames 
Through some association— 
I love old Bible names! 


We talked 


- 


Hail John and Obadiah, 
Hail Absalom and Saul, 
Hail James and Hezekiah, 
Hail Benjamin and Paul! 
These worthies were delivered 
From waters and from flames; 
While reading, we have shivered— 
I love old Bible names! 


Hail Ham and Nehemiah, 
Hail Gideon and Heth, 
Hail Job and Zechariah, 
Hail Jonathan and Seth! 
Now pray excuse the manner 
In which I state my aims; 
My sweetheart is Susannah:— 
I love old Bible names! 


The Age Limit 
Mrs. North—Is Gladys doing any liter- 
feos by P. L. Crossy ary work now? 
“Say! Wduat’s THE IDEA OF YOUR TRAIL- Mrs. West—Why Gladys has “ee 
me open ot that sort of thing! She will be fourteen 
“* MAMA TOLD ME TO KEEP IN THE SHADE.” SOON, 
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Drawn by R. B. Fouren 
Jones (who has just come up)—Tuat’s 
MARIA—ALWAYS AT VARIANCE! 


Ave, Censor! 
By Epowin H. 


HREE old men sat by the side of the 

road and gossipped. They clutched 
their long white beards in their bony hands 
and shielded their old eyes from the sun. 

“God knows,” said the first, “we must 
take counsel together, and see if we can not 
hit upon some way of saving the plain man 
from the devils that lie in wait for him. 
Pure he was made, and pure he should 
walk through life.” 

“T have heard,” said the second, “that 
there are nine hundred foul words in our 
language, and six and thirty suggestive 
situations, and bad legends by the score. 
It is a shame, I say.” 

“And all were made,” said the third 
“by this evil-minded tribe of the lettered. 
The plain man would carry an innocent 
heart to his grave if it were not for these 
men who write and sing and carve and 
paint.” 

A silence fell upon the three old men, and 
they meditated, tapping their staves in the 
dust of the road. 

“It would be a good thing in the eyes of 
the Lord,” said the first, “if we were to get 
ourselves between the plain man and his 
tempters.” 

“Let us be a strong wall around the in- 
nocent,” said the second. 

“Through our gate shall pass all those 
who seek the plain man,” said the third. 

Again there was silence, and these three, 
content, pondered and smiled to them- 


3LANCHARD 


selves. 

“Sore it will be for me, and a heavy 
grievance,”’ said the first, “but I shall read 
all these foul writings, and judge I shall be 
of the fit and the unfit, the clean and the 
unclean.” 

“Nay,” said the second. 
sacrifice be mine.” 

“Nay,” said the third. 


“Let that 


“Better that I 


t 


should be that man. In 
my youth, I was evil and 
strayed far from the true 
path. Now in my old 
age shall I do penance by 
reading the evil that was 
meant for others.” 

“Nay,” said the first, 
and “Nay,” said the 
second. And they broke 
in upon each  other’s 
speech, and their voices 
flew to a high quavering 
pitch, and they champed 
their toothless jaws in 
anger. 

Now it happened that 
as these three disputed, 
a plain man, ripe and 
sober and steady in the 
knowledge of good and 
evil, passed by the road, 
and paused as he reached 
these three. 

“Good day, old men,”’ 
said the plain man. 
“What great prize do you dispute?” 

“This offspring of a monkey—”’ began 
the first man shaking with rage— 


S EVERY TIME, 


“This drooling fool——’’ accused the 
third man—— 
“This lustful pantaloon——”’ screamed 


the second man 

Many foul words they flung at each 
other while the plain man paused. Of a 
sudden he threw back his head and laughed 
loud and long, then went on his way, leav- 
ing the three old men by the side of the road 
still quarreling and swearing. 


In After Years 
“Do you remember your class motto?” 
“T must admit I don’t. I only remem- 
ber it was something I should have lived 
up to and didn’t.” 
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DIGGING, 100 HOURS 
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WEEDING, 400 HOURS 


A Ballade of ‘‘ Yours 
Sincerely’”’ 
By La Toucne Hancock 


ECORUM holds us in her net, 
Close friends in word and deed. 

Who oft in full accord have met, 

Or laughed or disagreed. 
So to the cold and chilling creed 

Our letters bow austerely; 
I am “hers truly,” and I read 

That she is “‘mine sincerely.” 


That she is mine is something—yet 
I would it were decreed 

That some less distant epithet 
Might end her dainty screed. 

Stiffly correct, it checks the steed, 
Which else might gallop queerly; 

He reaches no romantic speed, 
While she is “mine sincerely.”’ 


Our friendly terms, in writing set, 
Follow a prosy lead, 

Still pay solidity a debt, 
And chains of primness need. 

Strephon, too shy his suit to plead, 
An idyll says severely, 

While Chloe pipes upon her reed, 
That she is “his sincerely.” 


Envoi 


We of such nonsense take no heed, 
Ours is Platonic merely; 

Of course, alas! and yet, indeed, 
She is but “mine sincerely.” 


You Tell Her 
Intelligence Bureau Official (to lady look- 
ing for servant, after she has tried a half 
dozen hopeless specimens)—Is there any- 
thing else we can do for you? 
Lady (desperately)—Yes; you might tell 
me why they call this an Intelligence Office? 
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Rule 4 (3) —A PLAYER MAY EMPLOY A FORECADDIE, BUT MAY NOT RECEIVE ADVICE FROM HIM. 


THE BALL Is. Can you FIND IT? 


The One-Piece Bathing- 
Suit 
By Ricnuaro Le GALLIENNE 


ARMENIA, Silesia, and such affairs of 
state, 
Lenin’s and Trotsky’s little game— 
such trifling things are those— 
Must bide their time; but there's a thing 
that can’t afford to wait, 
The ever-burning question of our female 
bathing clothes: 
This admits of no postponing, 
(Though the harbor-bar be moaning!) 
How much she shows— 
And wears she hose? 
In fact the issue of the hour is that delicate 
dispute: 
Shail our sirens at the sea-side wear a one- 
piece bathing-suit? 


0 “can” disarmament, and build all the 
battle-ships you please, 
There’s a more important matter I 
would like to bring right home; 
The question before us is one of dimpled 
knees, 
And shoulder-straps and bosoms white 
as is the sad sea-foam; 








RuLes oF GOLF, ILLUSTRATED 


Yes! the question at issue— 
O my darling, may I kiss you!— 
On every other question you may just as 
well be mute: 
Shall sirens at the sea-side wear a one- 
piece bathing-suit? 


O sacred Aphrodite—give me power to sing 
aright 
Your wave-like daughters of the wave, of 
slim and billowy form, 
And I pray thee, golden goddess, that you 
long preserve my sight 
To watch them romp there in the sea, 
and ride upon the storm. 
Though Atlantic City frown on them, 
And women’s clubs are down on them. 
And ministers denounce them—do you 
think they give a hoot? 
Still our sirens at the sea-side wear their 
one-piece bathing-suit. 


And Common Sense is with them, and 
Health and Beauty too; 
Only hens and hags and so-called “men,” 
neither fish-nor-flesh-nor-fowl, 
Denatured human specimens making laws 
described as “blue,” 
Upon their happy nakedness uplift their 
hands and scowl: 





THE CADDIE DOESN’T KNOW WHERE 


Dear Aphrodite’s daughters, 
Splash your whiteness in the waters, 
Fear nothing, though the whole police force 
should join the chaste pursuit; 
None, dear sirens of the sea-sicle, shall stop 
your one-piece suit. ; 


Safety First 


I was a pleasant enough house in its way, 
but the daughters were not famed for their 
beauty, and their matrimonial prospects 
seemed remote. Still there was one young 
man, supposed to partake largely of the 
“Johnny” species, who it was thought 
might be brought up to the scratch. 

With this view the dowager asked him 
sweetly one afternoon: 

** And now Charlie dear, I must really ask 
you what your intentions are?” 

But Charlie was not such a “ Johnny” as 
they supposed; for he rose from his seat, 
bowed to his hostess and made for the door. 

“Madam,” he paused to reply, “‘I make 
it a rule never to have an intrigue with a 
married woman.” 


Lost and Found Column 
He who hesitates is lost; but she who hes- 
itates has never been found, 
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Going and Coming 
By S. S. Stinson 

WHEN we speak of a vacation 
Ere the same we start upon, 
How we prattle with elation 
When we speak of a vacation. 
How we spill our conversation, 
With the accent on the con, 
When we speak of a vacation 
Ere the same we start upon. 


Coming back from a vacation 
When its weary course has run, 
How we curse anticipation 
Coming back from a vacation 
How we dam our conversation, 
With the accent on the shun, 
Coming back from a vacation 
When its weary course has run. 


Ovism 
By Epwarp S. Van Ziut 


UBISM has gone out and ovism is the 

dernier cri in European art. The egg 
has supplanted the cube on canvas and 
oval horrors are making the productions of 
the cubists look sane by comparison. The 
ovists are distinctly hard-boiled. There is 
nothing they won’t paint if it can be made 
egg-shaped. Their pictures indicate that 
the ovists believe that all eggs are bad 
[They can depict a perfectly harmless 
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WHEN YOU FIND 
KID PUT IN AND 
WITH HIS TIN 

AS GOOD AS 


Lire’s DistLLUSIONMENTS 
THAT THE TOMATO PLANT THI 
INSISTED ON TAKING CARE OF 
TOOLS, HAS TURNED OUT TWICE 
YOUR OWN 


poached egg in a way that makes it look 
like a misdemeanor or show you an omelette 
on canvas that actually drives the temper 


amental to crime. The worst of the 





, ~ 
cubists never egged us on that way. But 
the mystery remains as to how the ovists 
can afford to employ models. An egg in 
this country fresh enough to pose for a few 
hours is worth more than any modern 
painting. 


Burbanknote 


UTHER BURBANK, the California 

wizard, is depriving the vegetable 
kingdom of the last shield of self-determina- 
tion. Not content with taking the straw 
out of the strawberry and age out of the 
cabbage, he has found a way of restoring 
youth to the elderberry. He can change 
a wayside daisy into a quart of blueberries 
and a Bartlett pear into a Bartlett quota- 
tion. He has put the watermelon on the 
water-wagon and taken the gin out of gin- 
ger. Raising pumpkins without using 
pumps and making dates that are easily 
kept is a cinch to Burbank. College boys 
are wondering whether he’ll ever be able to 
make a wallflower look like a perfect peach 
or a regular pippin. 


Anticipation 
“Yes, I enjoy the movies. They keep 
you in a constant state of anticipation.” 
“Eh?” 
“The production promised for next week 
is always so much better than anything 
you see.” 
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Now that I never have a manuscript 
returned from any magazine, I have a slip 





But Send a ‘COME Soow WITH 






vists THE WIFE AND KIDDIES to take care of that, also. I must not 
gz in FOR A LONG vVisiT” slip |! allow myself to grow conceited. One 
few to Seth Stout , week after I send a manuscript te a 
dern ~ . He Wont. magazine, I mail myself a little blue slip 


which reads “‘“THE ACCEPTANCE OF A 
MANUSCRIPT BY A MAGAZINE DOES NOT 
IMPLY MERIT.” This is fully as depressing 
as the slips I used to get from the maga- 
zine editors themselves. 


U 









nia 
‘able 
1ina- In Blackface 
traw Subscriber—Y our newspaper prints some 
the wild stories. 
ring Editor—Think so? Well, you ought to 
ange see some of the stuff we don’t print. 
rries 
ota- ¢ The Gourmandarin 
the n There was an old glutton, named Hyde, 
gin- “THE WORLD WILL BE WONDERFUL WHEN EVERYTHING IS REDUCED TO PRINTED SLIPS. Who ate Chinese food till he died. 
sing The coroner said, 
isily | The Rejection of This M anuscript— “How he must have fed! 
YS . A plain case of chop-sueycide!” 
le to By Don Hero.tp 
~ach Illuminated by Tue AuTuor 
VERY three weeks I get a printed slip from Charlie Wiblex which 
says ‘‘WE WANT TO HAVE YOU AND THE MRS. UP TO DINNER REAL 
SOON.” 
ee Charlie used to pull this remark on me about once every three weeks 
m.” when we worked in the same office. He never did ask us up to dinner, 
| because their maid had just left, or they were just breaking in a new maid, 
eek | or the baby was sick, or something. But it was nice to have him think of 
ring } askingus. I learned to expect it from Charlie. So when he took another 
job uptown, I sent him 50 of these printed slips and asked him to mail me 
— one regularly every three weeks. One has to keep up these human 


relationships. 

On every Friday, I get a printed slip from Art Stupens which reads: 
“By GEORGE, WE MUST HAVE LUNCH TOGETHER ONE DAY NEXT WEEK.”’ 
I provided Art with 50 of these slips. I send him one every Friday, also. 
We never do have lunch together, but our intentions are good. 

When I go away on a business trip, I always leave my wife a supply of 
printed slips which read ‘‘EVERYTHING 0. K. Wish I WERE HOME. 
Love AND KISSES.” I instruct her to take one down off the shelf each 
day and read it, and to think how thoughtful and systematic I am. 

I take with me, in my bill book, a little bunch of printed slips which 
read ‘‘EveryYTHING O. K. BAaBy WELL. NO IMPORTANT MAIL. HURRY 
HOME. LOVE AND KISSES.” I take one of these out of my bill book every 
day and read it. Dear little wife. 

To Harry Hungen I send on every second Thursday a printed slip 
which says ‘‘SORRY, OLD MAN, BUT I DON’T HAPPEN TO HAVE A CENT ON 
} ME JUST AT THIS TIME. IF I HAD A DOLLAR, YOU'D CERTAINLY BE WEL- 
+ COME TOIT.” This saves Harry his regular bi-weekly trip to my office, 
saves my time, and saves my dollar. 

How I would miss my system of slips! I am kind, thoughtful, con- 
siderate, and courteous with my slips. Why, I won my present wife with \ 
asystem of multigraphed letters; she was my seventh sweetheart; I had 
found, along about the third sweetheart, that I was writing the same line 
of love letters to her that I had written to my two previous sweethearts, 
80 I, looking forward to innumerable affairs, had my love letters multi- 
graphed and numbered from 1 to 1,000, and had my secretary mail one 
every day, special delivery on Sunday. Saved worlds of time. No use 
to repeat oneself in love affairs, or in the small affairs of life—or rather, 
there is no use not to repeat oneself. y 

You see, long ago I arrived at the conclusion that life is largely the \ 
same thing over and over again. You may regard this as a sour and 
Pessimistic attitude. But, no, somehow I am not sour and pessimistic. 
| I believe in most everything. I believe especially in the kindnesses and 
| thoughtfulnesses of life. Anyone less sweet than I would not bother 
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ELIZABETH 


By Joun Hevp, Jr. ann Georce MrrcHe. 





Wuen Lizzie RULED THE FAR-FAMED British Empire 
To VAMPISH EXCELLENCE SHE DID ASPIRE. 


| about slips and forms as I do 5 ] 
: Wh I : vans a I i ss . P Str WaLTER RALEIGH, WE’VE BEEN TOLD, 
i ere did I get the idea? From the magazines, in the old days. ALL BUT CAUGHT HIS DEATH OF COLD 
te . . . . z 
The rejection of this manuscript—”etc. THAT SHE MIGHT KEEP HER TOOTSIES FROM THE MIRE. 
il 
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Her No Man’s 
By | ae 


F you study the gentler sex you'll find 
There’s a No Man’s Land in a woman’s 
mind, 
Whatever she be, your friend or wife, 
You'll never know all of her mental life. 


The man you love, or the man you hate, 

Of him you can get the psychic weight, 

You can read his thoughts and you'll find 
the whole 

Of his inner self that we call his soul. 


But never a woman can be to you 

\ mind revealed that you fully knew, 

For just when you think that you under- 
stand, 

Her spirit will hide in her No Man’s Land! 


Apropos of Cigarettes 
(An Interlude.) 
By Hucu O’Connor 
HE Lovely Lady, as it occurred 
to him to think of her, smiled at 
him through the lamplight. ‘Is 
there anything interesting in the paper 
tonight?” she asked. 

“Perhaps,” he said, reaching for the 
newspaper. He would have preferred to 
watch the play of light and shadows brush- 
ing across her face. “I will read you 
something annoying to punish you.” 

“You can’t,” she said. 

“Ves,” he said, turning to the editorial 
page, “here is MerE MAN writing to the 
editor. He disapproves of smoking by 
women. The consensus of opinion is 
against it. The high-minded do not ap- 
prove of it. And here you have it—a cli- 
max of excommunication: The majority 
of right thinking people will not tolerate 
it! Aren’t you impressed, Lovely Lady?” 

“No,” she said. “I am amused.” The 
lamplight shifted and moved across her 





Perits or Mororinc. 


Land 


face and smiled for her. “I think MERE 
MAN is an egotist. A man who talks 
vaguely of the majority, and of the con- 
sensus of opinion, means simply ‘I myself’ 
many times over. I can see him frowning 
—pompously—at an imaginary, offending 
woman, while he delivers his disapproval. 
Each time he says high-minded, or right- 
thinking, he lays his open hand proudly 
on his own chest. And then he expects 
his offending woman to turn away in em- 
barrassment and repentance.” 

Her husband laid down his paper. He 
could watch her now. And he listened as 
well. 

“It means simply,” she said, “that 
MERE MAN has never known a nice girl 
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who smokes: he has known only 
the bad ones, and so in his mind 
smoking is bound up exclusively 
with the bad. He might just as 
well ask the nice girls to stop dress- 
ing as attractively as they can, just 
because the bad ones dress attrac- 
tively.” 

Her husband admired the warm 
olive glow reflected from her arms 
and shoulders, and a high delight 
in her beauty filled him. 

She continued her speculations. 
“Tt’s useless to reason with any 
one like MeRE MAN. He has a 
prejudice, not a conclusion; and 
reason is not what he needs. Just 
give him time, and one of these 
days he will meet with a nice girl 
who smokes and then he will de- 
clare himself just as convinced as 
he is now, but on the opposite side. 
Then the consensus of opinion of 
the high-minded and right-think- 
ing will accommodatingly reverse; 
and smoking by women will become plainly 
a matter of personal preference, like the 
choice of coffee for breakfast rather than 
warm milk.” 

She lighted a cigarette. 

“You have the most graceful hands,” he 
said. 

She smiled at him. 

“Lovely Lady is a nice new name,”’ she 
said, “I like it.” 


Impossible 
“That dog of mine knows as much as I 
do.” 
“T don’t doubt that, but I'll bet he 
doesn’t know half as much as you think you 
do.” 





**SOMEONE STEAL YOUR CLOTHES?” 
“No, | yusT sTAYED A WEEK AT SPEND-IT-BY-THE-SEA.” 
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“\ BrITISHER NAMED Hope, 


YOU KNOW, ONCE WROTE A ZENDA STORY.’ 





’ 


The Imitators 


HE German war-lord used to 
wear his mustache ends up- 
standing; he doubtless thought 
that tortured hair gave him 
a look commanding. 

To me he always seemed the boob that 
time has later shown him, and I, though 
but a humble rube, was active to disown 
him. ‘The man who wears his whiskers 
thus,” I said, “is surely dotty, though on 
a throne he makes a fuss, and looms up 
stern and haughty. His whiskers stand 
up straight and slim, like thistles in the 
valley; I would not be found dead with 
him in a sequestered alley. For any man 
who wears his beard in such a shape, dog- 
gone it, in such a form, grotesque and 
weird, has bats beneath his bonnet.” 

Yet in the heyday of his pride Old Bill 
was imitated; and over all the world so 
wide were delegates elated, who brushed 
their whiskers to their eyes, and aped the 


war-lord manner; and oft I thought it 
would be wise to swat them with a 
spanner. 


To be original, methinks, is rather en- 


By Watt Mason 
Illustration by RALPH BARTON 


ervating, and the majority of ginks just 
keep on imitating. 

A Britisher named Hope, you know, 
once wrote a Zenda story; and that was oh, 
so long ago, ere we grew old and hoary. 
It treated of a faked-up land, with faked- 
up kings and princes, with faked-up knights 
on every hand, and dukes, and other 
quinces. And sure it was a rattling tale 
of plots and counterplotting, of clashing 
swords and clanking mail, and good old 
honest swatting. 

The story made an instant hit, the 
royalties were blinding, and imitators 
threw a fit, and set their pencils grinding. 
And oh, the thin fake kingdom stuff those 
busy boys have written! Long years ago 
we cried, “Enough!’”’ by mental palsy 
smitten. But there will never be an end 
to Zenda slop, I reckon, and publishers— 
whom gods defend !-—for more such twaddle 
beckon. 

Sax Rohmer’s tales of Chinese guile re- 
freshed the novel readers, who had been 
weary quite a while of books by special 
pleaders, who had some lesson to convey, 
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some sermon for expounding, some sex 
discussion under way, with morbid slush 
abounding. Fu Manchu was a fine old 
man who mixed up poison toddies, and to 
his foes attached the can, and filled his 
path with bodies. He butchered people 
left and right with glad and free abandon; 
some critics said he was a fright, but had 
no leg to stand on. 

And he refreshed my jaded soul, for 
I was tired of fiction that dished up tire- 
some rigmarole in high and graceful dic- 
tion. And he was something strictly 
new, as you who read will find him, with 
all his grim and ghastly crew of murderers 
behind him. 

Then came the imitative horde, the 
tinhorn grandstand players, and now the 
world is galled and bored by tales of 
Chinese slayers. The imitators kill the 
thing designed to charm the nation; in vain 
I make the welkin ring with my denuncia- 
tion. Ah, many times the gods have 
laughed—their mirth does not diminish— 
the way men seize another’s graft, and 
ride it to a finish! 
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The House of Glass 


By Georce MitcHe.y 


\ , THEN little Montague Glass was 

born he held in one chubby fist 

a morsel of potash and in the 

other a bit of Mother of Pearl, at which 

the doctor who had gathered at his crib- 
side muttered. 

“What is?”’ he cried in unison. 

“Y’understand, Mawruss,” replied the 
embryonic novelist-playwright, “I got it to 
write some stage plays and already I have 
to have it my cast of characters.” 

Thus was the cloak and suit business 
firmly established for all time. 

Little Montague grew up and up, as 
children will, and the little glass child dis- 
played in this department of life that same 
determination to succeed that later marked 
his many efforts. He grew large. He is 
today probably the largest piece of glass 
that has ever passed a given point. 

One day when his nurse wasn’t looking 
at anything but a policeman, little Mon- 
tague ran away from her watchfulness and 
took to the law. He applied himself so 
diligently that after a while he felt that he 
could never understand it and so he was 
awarded a couple of medals and a diploma. 
With these in hand he went forth and got a 
job with a firm that handled the disputes 
that arise from the cloak and suit trade of 
which Montague knew there was a-plenty 
to keep him busy. All of this was de- 
cidedly to our advantage, for out of it 
grew the smiling faces of our friends Abe 
and Mawruss. 

When first we read the Potash-Pearl- 
mutterie we hadn’t met up with Mr. Glass 
and we were curious, as who isn’t, to know 
what he resembled, and so we made a 
mental photograph of him 

We saw a shrewd-faced, bewhiskered, 
back-bent little man of Semitic cast, whose 
keen eyes looked down along a Williams- 
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FLORISTS MIGHT DO A LITTLE EXTRA PROFITEERING THIS WAY. 


bridge nose and who gesticulated wildly 
as one who sells an ill-fitting Prince Albert, 
the while he calls one’s attention to the 
silkiness and nobbiness of the button- 
holes. 

Subsequently, when we met him, we 
were chagrined to find a man who looked 
no more like our mental picture of hit 
than an Irish wedding. 

Then we thought someone had foxed us. 
If this is Glass, we thought, he didn’t 
write the Potasherie at all. We took into 
consideration his bulk; his sleek, well-fed 
appearance; his girth; his satisfied smile 
and we came to the conclusion that he 
conducted a column for a Culinary Mag- 
azine. 

Then we looked him over once more—by 
and large—and we made another guess. 
We saw the winning smile and the subtle 
vampishness of personality and then we 
thought: Here is the original “ Ladies’ 
Home Companion.” 

Then we dropped in at the Salmagundi 





and we ran up on his lea shore and met a 
modest man who is running neck and neck 
with Rockefeller and causing that poor 
young man considerable alarm lest he lose 
the presidency of the Financial Fraternity 
of the World. 

Hitherto, Montague has been collabo- 
rated against and has had to share with 
his dramatist, but this year he promises 
to shoot out a new pair of antlers and 
dramatize with all the wilfulness of the 
Theatre: Montague Glass is in his heaven, 
all’s right with the Stage. 


Egg View News-Notes 
By Lestiz Van Every 

A stranger dropped in on Erny Neff, 
our barber, yesterday while Erny was 
working on Nehemiah Knobrick. The 
incident provided Erny with the long- 
yearned-for opportunity to use the expres- 
sion “Next!” 

The new cigar-winning game in the 
grocery is keeping Sherm Spoor 
from his job and his meals. Myrt, 
his wife, has decided that Sherm 
would rather see the dice roll than 
a bank-roll. 


Revenge 
I like to give a party 
And, shuffling names about, 
With satisfaction hearty 
Leave certain people out. 


The Penalty of Politeness 

Mother—Bobby, you may take 
your choice of the apples. 

Bobby—But, mamma, I don’t 
want the littlest one. 


Sacrifice 

“Mrs. Rockaplenty, we are get- 
ting up a missionary barrel for the 
heathen. Have you anything you 
could contribute?” 

“Why certainly. I have a very 
good lorgnette I no longer use be- 
cause it has gone out of style.” 
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The Gossip 


By Georce Murray 
HEN the last kiss is kissed. and the 
last lie is told, 
And the last scheming woman is bent, and 
worn, and old, 
Then the loves that died from meddling, 
done by women long ago 
Will rise in their lovely splendor, as fair 
as the sunset’s glow, 
And the last scheming woman will screech 
oul, “I told you sol” 


When the lost loves and broken loves arise, 
now new and whole, 

And the air’s a-thrill with murmurs- 
whisperings imbued with soul 

Then the meddling, scheming gossip. 
knowing nothing save of earth, 

Will identify old scandals—she'll have 
suffered from their dearth 

And the last scheming woman will amuse 
herself with mirth. 





When the last kiss is kissed, and the last 
lie is told, 

And the last scheming woman is bent, 
and worn, and old, 

The passion of her passions spent, glad- 
gloating she will fall, 

Upon a hidden scandal. ‘* Now, listen 
she will call. 


For the scheming, mumbling gossip will 


never change ai all! 


Greenwicu VILLAGE AS THE REFORMER Sees It, AND 


Eager Pupils 
“Gracious! I have not enough hooks 
on my bathing-suit.”’ 
“Never mind, dear, you will have lots of 
eyes.” 


Wanted—Sympathy 

Employment A gent—You say you want a 
mistress with a heart. Just what do you 
mean by that? 

Maid—At my last place when I broke 
the French plate mirror, the lady of the 
house spoke bitterly of the money loss, 
without considering the seven years’ bad 
luck that was coming to me. 
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The Up-to-date Burglar 


T is a pleasure to note the recorded im- 

provement in the attire and bearing of 
the professional burglar. His clothes in- 
dicate that he has gained in self-respect as 
his calling has increased in importance and 
dignity. Newspaper accounts of many 
house-breakings and hold-ups refer to the 
fact that the law-breakers were dressed in 
the height of fashion and carried them- 
selves with the air of suave and present- 
able men-of-the-world. This is distinctly a 
step forward. Formerly when the burglar 
went a-burgling he was garbed in a costume 
that greatly detracted from any pleasure 
that might be derived from meeting him 
upon his nocturnal rounds. He has be- 
come, as the years passed, a pleasure to 
the eye, a connoisseur of wines and cigars, 
something of a linguist and well-adapted 
in every way to prove that the professional 
burglar is evoluting along the lines for- 
merly followed by the professional diplo- 
mats. It really looks as though our 
younger and more energetic cracksmen 
aspired eventually to take an active and 
ornamental part in high finance. 


Too Conservative 
“Why are you so peeved at Editor 
Thompson?” 
“Wall, Jim Scoby’n me had a fight, an’ 
that weasel-brained editor called it an 
‘altercation’.” 
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The Improved Scenario 
By Katuerine NEGLEY 
UPID once wrote a_ scenario. The 
theme was Love and Romance, the 
Producer said it was the most beautiful 
thing ever submitted to him, but as Cupid 
had not had much experience in writing 
scenarios, it would have to be adapted 
to the screen by the staff High Cost of 
Living. 

High Cost of Living changed the story 
considerably, then it was handed to the 
Star. She made some changes in regard to 
gowns and interior decorations, which 
simply must be in harmony with her 
personalitv. After these changes were 


made, the Man Who Played Opposite her, 


looked over the script. He did not like the 
way it began and ended so it was made to 
suit him. 

The Director, who was a Landlord. and 
his Assistants, the Merchants, Milkmen 
and Garage Men, made some further 
changes; and the Maid who wrote the 
Titles and Sub-Titles, suggested some ideas 
that would improve it. 

The Other Members of the Cast, His 
Parents and Her Parents, and the Friends 
of Both, objected to a number of things. 
Cupid had planned for some Extras, but 
the Stork could not be located, and 
Automobiles and a Pekinese were sub- 
stituted. 

The Critics and the Magazines censored 


the play, and as the Stars have applied for 
a Divorce, it will soon be Released and 
the Public will have a chance to see it. 


Sparkling and Famous 

(Pullman car with discouraged ball team) 

U pper Berth—How many games you say 
we lost in a row? 

Lower—Eleven. 

Upper—And what’s the name of this 
park we play in New York? 

Lower (utterly weary)—The Hope Dia- 
mond. 
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AT THE PHOTOGRAPHS OF THE MODELS IN THE 
CORSET ADVERTISEMENTS.” 
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Infidelity 
By Ratepn M. Tuompson 


ITH all the love at his command, 


He sought a maiden’s heart and hand. 


Throughout the disappearing days, 
He pressed his suit in many ways. 


She smiled on him and promised that 
She’d share his bungalow or flat; 


And, soul-sustained, he found content 
In her avowed encouragement. 


But she would always laugh and scoff 
At him a bit, and put him off, 


Whenever he essayed to make 
Her say when she would undertake 


To keep his little house for him; 
And, so, at length, his dream grew dim, 


And he awoke, to toss aside 
All hope that she would be his bride. 


Anon he sought another dame, 
And offered her his humble name, 


And this occasioned her who'd met 
His propositions with regret, 


To prate about, throughout life’s span, 
The infidelity of man. 
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Origin of the Female of 
the Species 
By Sorpuie E. Reprorp 


AN has three kinds of ribs—sternal, 
asternal, and floating. To which of 
these three classifications woman belongs, 
we do not know. She was at any rate, a 
spare rib, for while man slept woman 
stepped from his bosom to her place, by 
his side, his other side. This inaugurated 
the first Feminist Movement. She has 
been on the move ever since. 

Judging by some specimens of feminin 
ity, it is safe to assume that woman was not 
simply a spare rib, but that in the process of 
evolution she has become more and more 
spare. Viewed from this angle she becomes 
angular. Although so much in primitive 
creation was made spherical, one cannot im- 
agine Eve, somehow, as being a rotund rib. 








MissINc. 


As the ages rolled on, woman, who never 
lags behind, rolled along also accumulating 
more and more of the original dust from 
which man was made, at the same time 
gaining momentum year by year. This 
accounts for the solidarity, the volume, 
the avoirdupois of some females. Usually 
the comfortable sort of woman. 

Conversely, coming back to the spare 
thesis, like the wear of the glacier against 
the mountains, time has so dealt with other 
women as to leave them gaunt, pinnacle- 
like. If a woman is spare, she naturally 
wants a spare-room. Even a stout woman 
clings to the spare-room idea. 

There is a growing hypothesis th: 
woman was one of man’s floating ribs and 
this classification involves us in the qv estion 
of the true and false rib. In support of 
the floating rib theory, it will be remem- 
bered that woman is usually quite capable 
of supporting herself either floating, swim- 


ming or climbing. In ofder to 
float they flap their sails, which 
may be the reason some ribs are 
called ‘‘ Flappers.” 

Some reformers have asserted 
that this kind of a rib increases 
man’s liabilities, but it is plain 
that if a flapper makes an ass 

. of a man, she becomes an asset. 

Man’s first dinner was likely 
a rib-roast. It is easy then to 
surmise the origin of the Club 
Breakfast, as a domestic se- 
quence. Then, despite the “low 
cost of having’’ there followed 
luncheon which in the economy 
of things must have been a rib- 
stew. This in turn may account 
for man’s predilection for vari- 
ous forms of “stew”’ and other 
ribaldry. 

While man slept, one of his 
ribs—he has always wished 
it was the other one—by some 
alchemy became what has since 
been termed his better half. 
This process of subtraction and 
substitution belongs to a realm 
in which we have no business 
meddling. Still conjecture leads 
us into mathematical calcula- 
tions which we can reconcile 
only by the process of inverse 
r-tiocination, or by a theorem, 
by which a rib, raised to the nth 
power, becomes pi-pi—trans- 
lated pie and you have a meat 
pie! 

Man spends half a lifetime 
trying to recover the rib lost 
while he slept, then often spends 
the other half wishing he could 
get into a sleep deep enough 
to reverse the transfer. Could 
he meddle as deeply in this 
science as he has in some others, 
he might effect a speedy solution 
of social and domestic diffi- 
culties. 

Substituting “‘rib”’ for woman, 
imagine a rib being a weaker vessel! Fancy 
a rib, a peach! a chicken, maybe; and this 
brings you to a wishbone. View these 
striking excerpts, Wordsworth: “A perfect 
‘rib’ nobly planned’’! Wordsworth had not 
seen our bathing beaches. Shelley: “A 
lovely ‘rib’ garmented in white.” Shelley 
had not seen the “shimmy.” Lowell: 
“Earth’s noblest thing a ‘rib’ perfected!” 
Lowell said perfected not painted! George 
Eliot: “The beauty of a lovely ‘rib’ is like 
music.”’ George Eliot had not heard Jazz. 
St. Paul “Let your ‘ribs’ keep silence in 
the churches.” Oh, well, St. Paul was < 
bachelor. 

In the Taruma tradition, we have to 
think of the first festivities as being a s/ore 
dinner. After all, we prefer to think of it 
as a garden party. A garden with all the 
fruits of paradise, yes, even the forbidden 
fruit, for without i: what excuse would man 
offer for being driven out of paradise? 
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JupGinG THE JUDGE 


HE smile that overspread the outside 
of this country when the President 
appointed Chief Justice Taft never 

happened before. The appointment power 
is one of our pleasures taken somewhat 
sadly. But Mr. Taft is such an old servant 
of the family that good news about him 
makes us talk politely all day. He is be- 
loved by all the girls and esteemed by all 
the boys, and his urbanity is turning all 
the sourness sweet, while the most peevish 
factions sit up and laugh heartily. 

His life has won him friends, and his 
face makes us remember his deeds. Were a 
new method invented to make a nation hap- 
py, the device ought to concern itself 
with the faces of its public servants. A 
vulpine beak in the high seat has given 
many a nation nightmare. A _ harsh 
physiognomy in the loft has bred insa- 
tiable rapacity in the low levels. Some of 
our leaders have had a lovely strut and some 
a fine rant. Some were pert with a pot of 
politics and some had dyspepsia enough to 
wreck the Constitution. Care has kept 
watch above our cradle, but generally it 
has worn a gracious aspect and soothed us 
to pleasant dreams. 

We reproduce from models. Gazing 
upon the painted rods Jacob’s cattle brought 
forth progeny ring-streaked, speckled and 
spotted. Mothers in Greece sat before 
the masterpieces of art to arouse the 
feelings. In Americanizine 
ourselves we should exhibit our gallery 
of pictures. The sombre prophets might 
subdue our orgies of prosperity. But, full 
in view, who could measure the influence 
on character of our splendid pictures? 

The massy foreheads, the intrepid eyes. 


handsome 


the firm lips, the expressions so singularly 
compounded of gentleness and courage, im- 
placable wills and generous tempers—sure- 
ly Nature has moulded our greatest leaders 
from her finest clay. These portraits are a 
rich heritage. Our history lavishes them 
upon us with prodigal profusion. They 
endow us with spirits which nothing can 
depress, impart in their looks a genial cour- 
tesy springing from the heart, train the 
mind to relish the joys of this planetary 
movie, and eventually may fill us with 
such glowing ideas that the lustre of our 
countenances, shining with intelligence and 
benevolence, will light up the darkest 
subway. 
Tue New Japanese TREATY 

HETHER the next Japanese treaty 

be a tripartite or a _ téte-a-téte 
treaty, it is gratifying to know that 
it will not be made in battle array. A 
modus vivendi, entente cordiale—or some 
canopy in the diplomatic idiom—can be 
stretched across the Pacific without choler. 
Two or three nations of established nerve 
can exchange much good humor. The 
chivalry of our land and Japan can pass the 
cigarettes and chuckle at the truculent 
tigers on the domestic hearths eating their 
home-brewed fire. 

The gentlemen of both countries who 
never have any ailment of the eyes will re- 
strain those who pant to get in wrong. 
These gentlemen can grasp a large prospect 
in the circumference of a hand-clasp. They 
are exempt from disputatious notions, and 
can take a question flushed with rage, shake 
it in the fresh air, smooth the frowns 
out-of it, and use it as a tablecloth for a 
feast of reason and old-time toasts and 
flows of soul. Having Benjamin Frank- 
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linized the compact, we shall set at ease 
many embarrassed riders of hobby horses, 
and quiet laughs will dimple the high 
thoughts of the contracting parties. 


DRESSING THE FEMININE HELP 


HE boss wants to dress the female help. 

The very idea! His wife ought to 
know about it! He wants the girls to take 
off the scant skirts, peep-hole waists and 
rolled stockings. In his corporate capac- 
ity—as public service manager and railroad 
company—he insinuates that the chief end 
of life is to outwit the vamp, and that no 
true lady will appear undressed for work as 
for a ball or a birthday—not meaning, of 
course, in her birthday suit. 

The purpose is efficiency. It is designed 
to retard any alarming drop in morale— 
which is a French war word now in 
economic vogue, meaning that we must 
stand up to our work sedately and sternly, 
and not with flirtatious levity. The asso 
ciation of ideas between female charms and 
the fall of man becomes stronger as gossip 
accumulates and visions of enticement 
more numerous. Whenever the wonder of 
Nature embellishes herself coquettishly, 
suspicion passes the word that the consum- 
mate perversion of an unsuspecting over- 
lord is intended. 

The great idea is to fix the apparel of 
females by law. Maids, wives, widows 
—both graveyard and grass—would be 
garbed distinctively. Such a law would 
be popular and _ self-enforcing. Every 
woman would be in style. It would dis- 
courage jealousy, despair and innuendo, 
compose the fluttering alarm of innocent 
souls, and save susceptible males from de- 
struction. Besides, this was the custom in 
the Middle Ages. 
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How Could She Tell?—J. D. F. writes 
us to tell of a young woman he ran across 


on the second floor of the Museum of 
Natural History the other day. She 
stepped up to a colored man and asked: 

“Would you tell me where the museum 
is?” 

He looked at her astonished. “Ma 
land, lady!” he replied, “it’s all ovah de 
plac« 

“Oh, this is it then?”’ came from the 
young woman. “I didn’t know. “You 
see, I’m a stranger in the city.”—New 
York Evening World. 


Those Girls—Miss Thinii—Don’t you 
think my new dress is just exquisite? 

Her Friend—Oh, lovely! I think that 
dressmaker of yours could make a clothes- 
pole look graceful——Boston Transcript. 


The Untold Tale—A lady rang the 
Advocate phone Monday morning, as it 
rings a hundred times a day. But in this 
instance, the lady started to give an item 
for the paper. The reporter interrupted: 
“Wait a minute, please, till I get a pencil.” 
But the lady never hesitated, but kept on 
with the item. “Hold on a second,”’ pro- 
tested the reporter. “I’m not getting this 
—can’t remember it all—wait till I get a 
pencil,” and then left the phone to go to the 
desk for a pad and pencil. Returning to 
the receiver, the reporter heard the 
woman’s voice just concluding—“and be 
sure you put it in tonight’s paper,” and 
click! She hung up. And now she’ll know 
why the item never got in this paper.— 
Columbus Advocate. 








His Name for It—She had the habit of 
being late in keeping appointments. Well, 
that’s nothing; so have other women. This 
particular day the appointment was with 
her husband. At last she did put in an 
appearance. 

“Oh, are you waiting for me, dear?” 

“Waiting? No; sojourning! ”—Yonkers 
Statesman. 


Reasonable Dismay—‘ The old-fash- 
ioned girl would have been horrified by the 
clothes now worn.” 

“True,” replied Miss Cayenne. “But 
the principal reason for her horror would 
have been the fact that such things were 
then wholly out of style.”—Washington 
Sitar. 


Expert Economics 
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The Wife— VM BECOMING A REGULAR BUSI- 
NESS WOMAN, MY DEAR. I BOUGHT FORTY 
PAIRS OF SILK STOCKINGS REDUCED FROM FORTY 
TO THIRTY FRANCS AND WITH THE FOUR HUN- 
DRED FRANCS I sAVED | GOT MYSELF THAT DUCKY 
LITTLE HAT I ENvIED so mucH.—Le Rire 
(Paris). 
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f the World’s Humor 








me see 


No Covering—“Let 
tongue,” said the doctor. 


” 


“Certainly,” said the patient, suiting 
the action to the word. 

“You're all right,” said the physician, 
“you’ve got what is called shirtwaist 
tongue.”’ 

“What’s that?” asked the young man, 
in alarm. 

“Why, there’s no coat on it.”— Yonkers 
Statesman. 


Going Down.—A _ nervous woman 
went to have her throat examined by a 
specialist, who, while adjusting the laryn- 
goscope, remarked: “‘ You’d be surprised to 
know how far down we can see with this 


instrument.” 
“Ts that so, doctor?” faltered the 
patient, Then after a pause, she said, 


“Before you begin, doctor, I ought to tell 
you that I really hadn’t time to mend that 
hole in my stocking before I came here.” 
— Houston Post. 


Incurable—A very fat man, for the 
purpose of quizzing his doctor, asked him 
to prescribe for a complaint, which he de- 
clared was sleeping with his mouth open. 

“Sir,” said the physician, “ your disease 
is incurable. Your skin is too short, so 
that when you shut your eves, your mouth 


opens.” —Boston Post. 


“They say Chinese 


, 


Pure Symbolism 
doctors write complicated prescriptions.’ 

“T can believe it after looking at a 
laundry check.”—Louisville Courier-Jour- 
nal. 














All in the Point of View—In the olden 
days there lived in the vicinity of Shelby a 
sheepherder named Bill. Bill, like most 
members of his profession, was wont to 
work faithfully for the greater part of the 
year and then blow into town and waste his 
substance in a short period of riotous living. 
Returning from one of these trips broke, his 
employer asked him: 

“Bill, you left here with $400. 
became of it?” 

Bill studied a minute and replied: 

“Waal, I reckon I lost about a hundred 
an’ fifty in a stud game. I must a left 
*bout a hundred at the Fashion Dance Hall, 
an’ I reckon I spent close to a hundred for 
booze.” 

“What did you do with the other fifty?” 
persisted his boss. 

“Can’t remember exactly,” replied Bill 
after due reflection. “I guess I must of 
just natcherally fooled that away.”— 
Irrigation News. 


Educational—The adored and only 
daughter was sad. “Papa,” she said, 
“why is it you have changed so? Once 
you used to gratify my every wish, but 
lately when I ask you for a few dollars you 
grumble and growl and want to know if I 
think you are made of money. It’s very 
strange, papa. Don’t you love me any 
more?” 

“My dear,” her father answered, “I love 
you just as much as ever; but you are to be 
married soon and I am trying to prepare 
you gradually for the change.’’—Burling- 
ton Free Press. 
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The Social Life Is Exhausting 
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*“Ou, MaRcELLE, I’M SO UTTERLY FATIGUED! 


The Short Cut—An ambitious young 
man went to a university professor and 
said: “Sir, I desire a course of training 
which will fit me to become the superin- 
tendent of a great railway system. How 
much will such a course cost, and how long 
will it take?” 

“Young man,” replied the professor, 
“such a course would cost you $20,000, and 
require twenty years of your time. But, on 
the other hand, by spending $300 of your 
money and three months of your time you 
may be elected to congress. Once there 
you will feel yourself competent to direct 
not one but all the great railroad systems 
of our country.”— New York Evening Post. 


Domestic Preparedness 








““Now, Miss Peterson WILt sinc us ScHUBERT’s ‘SLUMBER SONG.’ 





CLOSE THE DOOR, WIFE, 


SO THAT IT WON’T WAKE UP THE BABY.” —Klods Hans (Copenhagen). 
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Do TAKE OFF MY RINGS FOR ME!’’—London Mail. 








A Wind-Harp—“ Senator Snortsworthy 
says we must save the country.” 

“Has he any ideas about the best way 
to do that?” 

“No, but he can make a speech on the 
subject that will hold an audience spell- 
bound for an hour.”—Birmingham Age- 


Herald. 


At the Capitol—‘“Call a janitor and 
have the cobwebs swept out of this room. 
Who meets here, anyhow?” 

“An investigating committee.”—Louis- 
ville Courier-Journal. 


Campaign Hardships—‘You do not 
quote so much poetry in your speeches as 
you used to, Senator.” 

“No,” said Senator Sorghum. “The last 
time I quoted poetry the rival orator got 
up and sang a song. My managers insisted 
it was up to me to come back with a classic 
dance, so I gave up the competition as 
hopeless and am now relying on the simple 
statesmanlike dignity of plain prose.”— 
Washington Star. 


Nothing Serious—“ They say the Mex- 
ican Congress is rather turbulent.” 

“Oh, I don’t know. Their gunplays are 
quite as harmless as our senatorial near 
combats.” —Louisville Courier-Journal. 


And Not Discouraged Yet—Bryan 
says forty years in politics have made 
him an optimist, but what he probably 
means is that his optimism has kept him 
in politics for forty years.—San Bernardino 
(Cal.) Sun. 
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Too Late Then—“All through my 
trial you kept saying, ‘Your honor, I ob- 
ject,’” snarled the convicted crook. 

‘So I did, so I did,”’ replied his lawyer, 
soothingly. 

“When the judge sent me up for 10 
vears, why in Sam Hill didn’t you object 
to that?” —Birmingham Age-Herald. 


The Extent of His Knowledge—The 
prosecuting attorney had encountered a 
somewhat difficult witness. Finally he 
asked the man if he was acquainted with 
any of the men on the jury. 

“Yes, sir,’”’ announced the 
“more than half of them.” 

“Are you willing to swear that you know 
more than half of them?” demanded the 
lawyer. 

“Why, if it comes to that, I’m willing to 
swear that I know more than all of them 
put together.” —Sing Sing Bulletin. 


witness; 


It All Depended—A lawyer was cross- 
examining an old foreigner about the posi- 
tion of the doors, windows, and so forth, 
in a house in which a certain transaction 
had occurred. 

“And now,” said the lawyer, “will you 
be good enough to tell the court how the 
stairs run?” 

The foreigner thought for a minute. 

“How the stairs run?” he queried at 
length. 

“Yes,” repeated the lawyer, “how do 
the stairs run? My words are simple 
enough.” 

“Vell, sir,” answered the witness, “ven I 
am oop ze stairs they run down, and ven I 
am down ze stairs they run oop.””— Hous- 
ton Post. 


Uplift and Income 
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“AND NOW THEY ARE GOING TO PUT A TAX 
ON PASSENGER ELEVATORS” 

“Fine wea! THAT WILL MAKE ’EM GO UP 
MORE QuickLy.”—Le Rire (Paris.) 


Hopeless Pessimism 




















“T’vE AD "ER VACCINATED AND IVE AD ’ER CONFIRMED, BUT NOTHIN’ DON’T SEEM TO CHEER ’ER 


up!”’—London Tatler. 


Fined Him Anyhow—A judge had de- 
clared that he would stop the carrying of 
firearms in the streets of a Western town. 
Before him appeared a tough youth 
charged with getting drunk and firing his 
revolver in the crowded streets. 


“Ten dollars and costs,” said the 
judge. 
“But, your honor,” interposed the 


counsel for the defense, “my client didn’t 
hit anybody.” 

“But he admits he fired the gun.” 

“Yes, but he fired into the air,” ex- 
plained the lawyer. 

“Ten dollars and costs,” repeated the 
judge. “He might have hit an angel.” — 
Pittsburg Times-Gazette. 


, 


Befogging the Jury—‘Smart lawyer 
you have.” 

“He seems to be,” said Mr. Cobbles, 
“but I don’t know whether he’s the man to 
help me win my lawsuit or not.” 

“What’s the matter with him?” 

“Oh, he’s powerful sharp, but I don’t 
see any use of quoting famous Greeks and 
Romans and a lot of other people I never 
heard of before simply because a train ran 
over my Jersey cow.”—Birmingham Age- 
Herald. 
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Wise Dad—‘If you will make the boy 
wear his hair long, I at least insist on get- 
ting him boxing lessons.” 

“Why so?” 

“A kid with long hair has got to know 
how to fight.”—Louisville Courier- Journal. 








Apprehensive—“Our new still photo- 
graphic department is equipped to turn out 
ten thousand stills a day. What do you 
think of that?” boasted the studio man- 
ager. 

“T think,” replied his friend, Bibbler, 
dreamily, “that before the day is over 
you'll have trouble with the prohibition en- 
forcement officers.”—Film Fun. 


The Idea!—“ This motion-picture pro- 
ducer has a worried look.” 

“ And well he may have!” 

“How so?” 

“His most beautiful bathing girl has 
suddenly become ambitious. She wants to 
wear clothes and act.”—Birmingham Age- 
Herald. 








“And Backward Mutters of Dissevering Power’’ 
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Warm Weather—a<A Scotsman stepped 
into one of the Edinburg shops and asked 
to be shown a certain kind of overcoat. 

“How much?” he asked the shopman. 

“Five guineas,” was the reply. 

“Nothing doing! Take it away,” said 
the Scotsman firmly. 

“Why, you can afford that,” the shop- 
man said, unwilling to lose the sale. 

“Ay, I can,” replied the Scotsman, “but 
Ah’m nae that cold!”—London Answers. 





Three Days Grace—Maggie’s sweet- 
heart, a proverbially tight-fisted Scot, had 
taken her out for the afternoon, and that 
was about all. They rode some distance 
on the trolley, turned around and rode 
home again. Never was mention made of 
food or entertainment. 

Back within her own gateway, Maggie, 
who had keenly felt the neglect, sarcasti- 
cally proffered Sandy a dime. 

“For the carfare you spent on me,”’ she 
said, meaningly. 

“ Hoots, toots, woman,” returned Sandy, 
pocketing the coin. ‘‘ There was nae hurry. 
Saturday wad hae been time enough.”— 
American Legion Weekly. 


Going Down!—A Scotchman who was 
notorious as a skeptic had erected a mas- 
sive mausoleum for his final rest, and one 
day he observed an elder of the kirk gazing 
at it. 

“Strong place that, hey David?” he 
said. “It'll tak a mon some time tae 
raise up oot o’ that at the Day o’ Judg- 
ment.” 

“Hoot, mon,” said David, “ye can gie 
yersel little fash aboot raisin’ when that 
day comes. They’ll tak the bottom oot 
o’ it and let you fa’ doon.”—London Tele- 
graph. 





The Bystander (London). 


Deserved to Be—He was an enthusias- 
tic Scot, and he was arguing with an 
Englishman over the merits of their respec- 
tive countries. Military prowess, bril- 
liance in invention, engineering, travel, 
empire-building had all been passed in 
review, and the Scot had won hands down. 
Eventually the Englishman sought refuge 
in literature. 

“Weel, tae tak’ literature,” interrupted 
the Scot, “there’s Rabbie Burns, Walter 
Scott, Stevenson, Hugh Miller, Barrie— 
that’s just mentionin’ a few at random— 
a’ Scots!” 

“Yes, yes, but wait a bit,” protested the 
Englishman. “There is one greater than 
all these put together—William Shakes- 
peare. You wouldn’t suggest he was a 
Scotsman, would you?” 

“Weel,” thoughtfully responded the 
Scot. “I wadna precisely sae that. But 
the man’s intelligence wad almost warrant 
the inference.”—London Tit-Bits. 
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Making a Hash 
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Easy Method—“ You have a pleasant 
way with bill collectors.” 

“That comes from long practice,” said 
the impecunious citizen. 

“Eh?” 

“*Send ’em away with a smile,’ is my 
motto, and keep your small change for car 
fare and tobacco.”—Birmingham Age- 
Herald. 


Lost the Lion’s Share—When Jones's 
rich grandmother passed away, all his poy- 
erty-stricken friends rallied about him with 
words of cheer and comfort, but Jones 
remained sad and dejected. 

“She left a last will and testament, | 
suppose?” murmured Jenkins carelessly, 

“Oh, yes,” said Jones, “she left a will 
and testament.” 

They hung expectant, while sobs choked 
back his words. 

“TI,” he declared at last, “‘am to have the 
testament.” —J ack Canuck. 





Equal to the Occasion—During the 
after-dinner speaking, the toastmaster 
saw Jones, a somewhat shady character. 
slip two spoons in his vest pocket. 

“Gentlemen,” he said. “there is nothing 
to add after all this brilliant speaking, so I 
will try to entertain you with a little parlor 
magic. You see I take two spoons. I slip 
them in my vest pocket. Presto—and they 
are in the pocket of Mr. Jones. Mr. Jones, 
will you please corroborate my statement?” 

Jones, not to be outdone, rose. 

“T’m rather handy at that sort of thing 
myself,” he said. “ Presto—and they are 
back in the pocket of the Toastmaster. Mr. 
Toastmaster, if you don’t corroborate my 
statement, I’ll have you searched on the 
spot.” —A merican Legion Weekly. 


of His Feelings 

















“JAMES, YOU SEEM TO BE WORRIED ABOUT SOMETHING?” 


“Tam. THE NEW COOK IS A BRUNETTE, AND YOU KNOW VERY WELL I ONLY LIKF BLONDES. 


Le Rire (Faris). 
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“Nora. | AM GOING TO GIVE YOU YOUR EIGHT DAYS’ NOTICE.” 


“But wuy, Mapame?”’ 


“BECAUSE IT IS ABSOLUTELY INCORRECT THAT THE SERVANT SHOULD BE MORE FASHIONABLY 


DRESSED THAN HER MISTRESS.” —Le Rire (Paris.) 


YOUNGSJERS 


Urban Curiosity—Harkins, who had 
taken his children to a country place during 
the holidays, was proceeding across the 
fields with Louis, the youngest, when the 
latter saw a cow for the first time. “ What 
is that?”’ asked the child. 

“That’s a cow, my son.” 

“And what are those things on her 
head.” 

“Horns.” And the two then moved 
on. Presently the cow mooed. whereat 
Louis was surprised. 

“Which horn did she blow, father?” he 
asked.— Har per’s Magazine. 








Doing Their Best—“ Couldn’t you find 
any eggs, dear?” a woman asked her little 
city niece who was visiting her on her 
farm. 

“No, auntie,” said the child, “the hens 
were scratching all around as hard as they 
could, but they hadn’t found a single egg.” 
—Boston Transcript. 


Dressmakers’ Lingo—Mrs. Umson, 
gown designer, had sent her little son, 
Uriah, to the store. When Uriah came 
back Mrs. Umson asked: 

“Did you get the fish?” 

“VYessum,” said Uriah. 

“What kept you so long?” 

“T had to wait for the man to scrape off 
the sequins.” —Youngstown Telegram. 


Fooled Once—The Mother—Come on 
hin an’ wash yerself. You knows it’s 
Sunday, an’ yer Uncle Halbert’s a-comin’. 

Young Hopeful—Garn! I was ’ad like 
that last Sunday, an’ ’ee never come!— 
London Weekly Telegraph. 


The Only Lack—M other—Well, Nellie, 
is your doll kitchen completely furnished 
now? 

Nellie—No, mama, I still need a police- 
man for the cook.—Boston Transcript. 


Obeying the Sign—“ Did you deliver 
my message to Mr. Smith, Tommy?” asked 
the manager of the new office boy. 

“No sir” replied Tommy. “He was out 
and his office was locked up.” 

“Why didn’t you wait for him as I told 
you to do?” 

“There was a notice on the door, sir, 
saying, ‘Return immediately,’ so I came 
back here as quickly as I could, sir.”— 
Boston Globe. 
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Read His Mind—Ambassador Jean 
Jules Jusserand, for the last twenty years 
the representative of France in the United 
States, has a sense of humor that is a con- 
stant delight to Washington. 

What is probably his prize quip was 
made some years ago, when the public was 
engaged in laughing a ridiculous statue out 
of the Capitol grounds. This statue was of 
George Washington. It represented the 
father of his country sitting, entirely nude, 
amid the snows and wintry blasts of Capi- 
tol hill, one finger raised solemnly above 
his head. 

“T know just what he is saying,” M. 
Jusserand opined. “He is saying: ‘My 
soul is in heaven and my clothes are in the 
National museum.’”—Philadelphia Eve- 
ning Ledger. 





The Modern Standard—“ Some of us,” 
said Bishop Mitchell at a St. Paul mission- 
ary meeting, “are prone to judge every- 
thing by the money standard. A book is 
no good unless it’s a best seller. An 
artist is no good unless he’s getting rich. 
When we judge things that way we’re as 
badas little Samuel. Little Samuel went out 
one day to buy his brother a birthday 
present. He bought a jar of goldfish. 
‘Gold-fish! Don’t it sound rich?’ he said 
to his father on his return. And he carried 
the goldfish gayly upstairs to his room. 
But a half-hour later he rushed down to 
his father again. ‘Father,’ he groaned, 
‘we've been stung. Them ain’t gold. 
They wouldn’t stand the acid.’”—Wash- 
ington Star. 


Leaving Trousers Out of It 
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The Orator—W ork, MY FRIENDS, IS THE LOT OF MAN! 


MAN WAS SENT INTO THIS WORLD TO EARN 


HIS LIVING BY THE SWEAT OF HIS BROW. YOu DIDN’T FIND ADAM WALKING ABOUT THE GARDEN 0: 
EDEN WITH HIS HANDS IN HIS POCKETS!—Passing Show (London.) 
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NEW MOVES IN THE MOVIES 








Drawn by Henman Patmer 


N America, Art is still young. In 
Europe, it is old. Old as the Golem 
—and older. 

One would suppose that the coun- 
try with youth, unshackled by tradition, 
the hand of the past, would show a greater 
degree of vigor, strength, innovation, bold- 
ness, in its art than could the older lands. 
And to a certain extent, here and there, this 
is true. We have welcomed the futurists 
and other ists, we have developed Free 
Verse; we have built to comparatively high 
perfection an odd literary form called the 
Short Story; we have succeeded in produc- 
ing, even, fast new types of racing yachts— 
centre-board and skimming-dish. But for 
the most part we seem, as a people, to be so 
far peculiarly self-conscious and diffident 
in matters artistic, treading forward only 
with timidity, afraid of onlookers, afraid 
of criticism, afraid to let ourselves go. 

It is as though America, fearful of any 
possible misstep in the early utilization of a 
new medium of artistic expression, waited 
expectantly for some one to point the sure 
way to achievement, while artists of more 
ancient civilizations reveled in the sudden 
freedom from restraint. 

In motion pictures, European artists 
seem to feel a poignant call to new endeav- 
or. Here is virgin canvas—instigation to 
experimentation, challenge to daring, in- 
ventiveness, abandonment, self-expression. 

Wise men, they say, are not appalled at 
the thought of occasionally making fools 
of themselves. Certainly, in the theatri- 
cal field, the oldest and most experienced 
players are more willing to over-act, taking 
a chance of being laughed at, in their 
eagerness to secure a desired effect. ‘‘ Noth- 
ing venture, nothing have,” is quite as true 
in art as elsewhere. 

From England there are coming, now, 
occasional picture-efforts worthy of serious 
consideration. Faulty films, to be sure, 
and for the most part as yet unable to se- 
cure American release or recognition; but 
possessing that underlying worth found 
only in sincere striving for true character- 
ization. Sweden is contributing photo- 
dramas of unquestioned merit to the world 


The Golem 


By Myron M. STEARNS 


film-market. Italy has long been doing her 
share, and now that the war is over French 
films are again bidding for attention. 

But at the moment—leaving aside cer- 
tain perfections of more or less mechanical 
effects and technique, in which America is 
supreme—Germany is showing the way. 

Witness “The Cabinet of Dr. Caligari.” 
Witness the three artistic triumphs of 
Ernst Lubitsch so far exhibited in this 
country—* Passion,” ‘‘Deception,” and 
“Gypsy Blood.” And between the two— 
fantastic impressionism on one side and 
artistic realism on the other—see the latest 
sample of photodramatic art from Ger- 
many “The Golem.” 

The old but (in this country) little- 
known story of the Golem—of the clay 
figure brought to life in Prague to help the 
Jewish people of Bohemia in their great 
hour of need—has been told before on the 
screen as well as elsewhere. One version 
of “The Golem,” produced abroad, was ex- 
hibited in this country several years ago. 





Pictures Worth Watching: 


THE GOLEM 
German half-futurist story of the clay 
image that came to life to help the Jews. 

WAY DOWN EAST 
Variegated Griffith melodrama, that with 
all its faults is still a great film. 

THE FOUR HORSEMEN 
A long episodic drama that helps raise 
the level of American films above med- 
iocrity. 

EXPERIENCE 
Well-done morality play of the now well- 
known “ Everyman”’ order. 

A YANKEE IN KiNG ARTHUR'S COURT. 
Satiric humor of Yankee wit in ancient 
surroundings, inspired by Mark Twain. 

DREAM STREET 
Poetic melodrama of the London slums, 
one-tenth Burke and nine-tenths Griffith. 

DECEPTION 
Splendid foreign-made spectacle drama of 
Henry VIII and his times and wives. 

GYPSY BLOOD 
Depressing but artistically splendid ver- 
sion of the Merrimee tragedy ‘‘Carmen.”’ 

THE KID 
Chaplin’ latest and best—until the next 
one comes out. 

THROUGH THE BACK DOOR 
Mary Pickford movie with splendid 
photography, moderate entertainment, 
and not very much sense. 

OVER THE HILL 
Homely but gripping drama of mother- 
love and ingratitude. 

SCRAP IRON 
Charles Ray story in which mother’s 
prize-fightin’ son does everything except 
accept the girl. 











Another version is reported here now. But 
all three are foreign-born. In America we 
do not seem to care for tales so imaginative. 

That the Golem story now released is 
told in an impressionistic manner means 
that it will be laughed out of court by such 
portions of the audiences viewing it as veer 
away from anything under suspicion of 
being “high-brow.”’ Nevertheless, it is 
high art, effective art, impressive art. 

Let any sceptic, watching the picture 
askance because its weird sets and effects 
are foreign to accepted convention, try to 
throw off any feeling of horror when the 
Golem finally casts the body of the doomed 
messenger-lover from the tower. 

The cat on the roofs—the struggles 
of the Golem against helpless humans 
—the effectiveness of the drop of the 
clay figure when the magic talisman 
is removed the first time—the fear- 
inspiring incident of the little child, 
ending with the removal of the trinket and 
the destruction of the Golem’s power for 
good and all—these are high points of a 
photoplay by no means devoid of faults, but 
screened with an inspiring disregard of 
pictorial convention. One might wish 
that the Golem himself had been better 
played, with still more terror-inspiring 
stiffness and even less of the flexibility 
that in part destroys the illusion of the 
fanciful tale—and so on, but what of it? 
As a whole the picture is a big artistic 
success, more intelligible than “ Caligari” 
and more daring than “Passion” or “ De- 
ception.” 

It is interesting, though, to watch the 
perhaps not-ineffective efforts of the Amer- 
ican handlers of this strange film to pre- 
pare ‘it for American audiences—or to 
prepare American audiences for it. A 
scenic prologue with scenes of Prague and 
the houses where once lived some of the 
characters of the story—does it really ac- 
complish its purpose? 

In any case, the picture is good enough 
to make anyone interested in the eventual 
supremacy of American films stop and 
think a bit. 

(Next week: A Tariff on Foreign Films.) 
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OvaL. Top oF PAGE) Rupert HuGHES, NOVELIST, WIT, REGULAR 
FELLOW AND MOVIE UPLIFTER, STUDIES PADEREWSKIS MARVELOUS 
RIGHT HAND WHILE REGINALD BARKER, DIRECTOR, STUDIES THE 
PIANIST-PREMIER’S HAND-WRITING. IT IS NOT TRUE THAT IGNACE HAS 
ACHIEVED A SCENARIO; HE IS NOT YET DONE WITH PoLE VAULTING. 


(PANEL. ABOVE) IT IS NOT AS EASY AS IT LOOKS—THRUMMING A 
FANDANGO AND SMOKING A CIGARETTE WITH THE LEFT FOOT. EpitH 
RoBERTS’ TOE KNOWS. 
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CirRcLE, ABOV 


FUNNY THING, BUT WE’RE ASSURED 


THAT Lucy Fox, SCREEN STAR, WORKED SIXTEEN HOURS 
A DAY IN THE STUDIO PRODUCIN 3——-WHAT DO YOU THINK? 


“Tu 
THE 
WAY 
AND 
BUT 


« Lotus Eaters.” SHaApves oF OLD dolce far niente! 


HEAT AFFECTS SOME PEOPLE IN A STRANGE, SAD 
. As F’RINSTANCE, Top BROWNING, MOVIE DIRECTOR, 
H. C. Witwer, auTHor. Two HIGHBROWS WITH 
A SINGLE THOUGHT TO WIN THE KINDERGARTEN RACE 
FOR THREE-YEAR-OLDS Universa Ciry. 
7 











WITH THE COLLEGE WITS 















Drawn by Henman Pater 


Has It Ever Happened to You? 
ROKE, broke, broke, 
By thy spendthrift ways, O Girl! 
And I would that I had the dollars 


It cost to give you a whirl. 


Oh, well fur the billionaire’s boy 
With his fleet of expensive cars! 

Oh, well for the wealthy lad 
Who smoketh imported cigars! 


Broke, broke, broke, 
And royally trimmed by Thee. 
Now I surely hope that you stick with him 
And never come back to me! 
Washington Dirge. 


Sentimental Golf 
Dora—Can Bob drive well? 
Nora—Oh, yes, he hit the ball clear into 

the woods every time we came near it. 
Colgate Banter. 


What Anatomy Is 

A little negro school girl, down in Flor- 
ida, in answer to this question, wrote the 
following: 

“Anatomy is a human body. It is 
divided into three parts, the haid, the cheist 
and the stummick. The haid holdes the 
skull and the brains if they is any, the 
cheist holds the liver and the lites, and the 
stummick holdes the entrails and the 
vowels which are a, e, i, o and u and some- 


Texas Scalpel. 


times w and y.” 








PART 1 PART 2 
\ Two-part Serial 
Oregon Lemon Punch. 












“HerR MOTHER HAS BEEN MAKING 
MATCHES FOR HER EVER SINCE SHE WAS 
A DEB.” 

“No wonDER! THE GIRL SMOKES ALL 


Washington and Jefferson 


THE TIME.” 
Wag Jag. 
A Serious Matter 

Brown had at last obtained the correct 
recipe for “ home brew” and had spent con- 
siderable time in preparing the first batch 
of it. He had placed it ona shelf in the 
pantry. Ten days later he looked for it and 
it was gone. 

“Mary, where is the kettle I placed in 
the pantry, about ten days ago?” he asked 
his wife. 

“Why, it sat there so long I thought 
it had spoiled and I threw it out,” she 
replied. 

And they haven’t spoken to one another 
since.— Notre Dame Juggler. 


Suspensory 

The teacher was examining the class in 
physiology : 

“Mary, can you tell us,” she asked, 
“what is the function of the stomach?” 

“The function of the stomach,” the little 
girl answered, “is to hold up the petticoat.” 
—Carolina Tar Baby. 


Fruitful 
“The stork has brought a little peach.” 
The nurse said with an dir. 
“I’m mighty glad,” the father said, 
“He didn’t bring a pair.” 
-Texas Scalpel. 


The Borrower 

* Bill’s lost his hat again.” 

“How do you know?” 

“T can’t find mine.” 
Punch. 


—Oregon Lemon 
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A Minor Item 

Attorney—And wasn’t it the fact that 
you insisted on taking this woman out to 
dances that caused the trouble? 

Defendant—No, sir, not at all. 

“Well, what was it then?”’ 

“The fact that her husband objected.” 

—Michigan Gargoyle. 


Synchronized 

The girl was wonderful but naughty. 
The man was married, but not to the girl. 
They had been dining for about ten dollars 
when the male concerned ventured to ask 
the woman her name. 

“Mary,” coyly. 

“Tsn’t that fine!” relievedly from the 
man. “I talk in my sleep and my wife's 
name is Mary.”’—Princeton Tiger. 


Lookit! 
Professor X—Who’s there? 
Burglar—Lie still and keep quiet. I’m 
looking for money. 
“Wait, and I’ll get up and look with 
you.” —Syracuse Orange Peel. 


Up-to-Date Duty 
“Mother, may I go out tonight?” 
“No, my darling Jill; 
Father and I go out tonight, 
You'll have to tend the stiil.”’ 
—Stanford Chaparral. 





Astronomer—NOTHING HAS EVER BEEN 
FOUND ON VENUS. 
Artist—No—noruinc.—Harvard Lam- 
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Drawn by Herman Patmer 


More of Those Terrible Head-Hunt- 
ers—‘ President Harding, long accustomed 


» & 8&8 2 Be 





FALUE GLASSES 











The Red Badge of Courage—* Talks 
were made by Laurence Thomson, vale- 













as my 


Putting the Powerful Katrinka to 
the Blush—“ Mrs. George Trubey, of 


i ~ to the easy-going life of a United States dictorian, Robert K. Dittemore, and Glen Elder, yesterday fought a Holstein 
senator, has found the confining life of Lawrence A. Prashak. Diplomas and_ bull for 30 minutes WITH A SINGLE TREE 
the White House a little irksome at times. LIQUOR MEDALS to students were presented before she rescued her two year old son. 
This is especially so since he has taken no__ by the Rev. James P. Brady of St. Mary’s The boy had strayed into the pasture and 

ted.” pains to spare himself from the demands of _ parish.” —St. Joseph (Mo.) Gazette. (C.W. Mrs. Trubey was aroused by his screams. 
thousands of people eager to see him and Young.) PICKING UP A SINGLE TREE, she rushed 
has literally kept the doors of the White ae into the pasture where the bull was trying 
House open to those who flock here daily Low Down Temperature— The tem to trample the boy to death.”—Amirella 

ghty. to SHAKE HIS HEAD.”—Columbus (S. C.) Saou oe re ~ Daily Tribune. (Fred A. Benson.) 

‘ol ‘ 72172 ane degrees. MIL ‘as measured at 5 

dw ee Oe +. Se per cent.” —Rochester (N. Y.) Times-Union. Physical Drawback No Handicap to 

> ask The English Channel Tunnel at Last (D. A. Robinson.) the Daring—“ Suffering amputation of 
—‘A picturesque element was added ’ - ? both legs, his left arm, and the greater part 
to the Smtion toeldhe with the arrival Reversing the Doctor's Bald Cure of his right hand when 14 years old “ a 

. the of ‘Grandpa’ Joffre. The Veteran Mar- result of exposure in a blizzard, he soon 

vife’s shal came from Paris BY TRAIN to the afterward was left an orphan and became 
Victoria Station, London, and the crowds a county charge. The county commis- 
of tourists craned their necks to get a sioners sent him to Carlton College. His 
glimpse of the hero of the first rapid rise followed. He LEASES a widow 
battle of the Marne.’’—New York and three children.” —Philadelphia 

I’m Herald. (Frank Hart.) North American. (Nan C, Love.) 
with In the Canon’s Absence?— It Probably Gave Him Grit 
“Roderiguez funeral was held —‘Jack Dempsey went through 
yesterday from Cafiee’s funeral several hours of hard work this 
parlors. Scores of Spanish seamen morning at the Atlantic City 
were present at the services CON- Airport behind closed gates. He 
DUCTED BY A BULLET said to have did road work for over two hours, 
come from the pistol held by and after a rest had his first bit to 
Cuevas Tuesday evening.” —New- eat. Mrs. Carrie Barrett, the 
al. port News (Va.) Daily Press. heavyweight champion’s house- 


(Miss Doris D. Little.) 


No Encores—“The big string 
of automobiles drove past the court 
house, around the Confederate 
monument, and back to the high 
school grounds, where arrange- 
ments had been made for a stirring 
reception. The band was stationed 
at a convenient spot and DISCOUR- 
AGED music during the program, 
which followed.” —A sheviJe (N. C.) 
Times. (E. M. Bearden.) 


Looking Him Over—‘The 
plaintiff claims he suffered intense 
humiliation upon being forced into 
a room with four wipows void of 





keeper, started off the meal with 
SAND BAG for half an_ hour, 
Dempsey’s favorite dish.”—Lan- 
caster (Pa.) New Era-Examiner. 
(M. M. Devine.) 


Putting Crape on the Mut- 
ton—“Owing to the glut in the 
DRAPERY WORLD, especially in New 
Zealand, the K. and H. Meat Co. 
announce a further all-round re- 
duction in the price of meat.”— 
Maicarapa Age. (P. A. Mason.) 


Why Bald Men Are Unprogres- 
sive—‘‘ The average growth of hair 
in a vigorous and healthy person is 
approximately one inch per month. 
If a man has his hair cut twelve 


curtains, divested of everything Cumen UP, YOU BALD PATERS, FOR 
in the way of wearing apparel Dr. J. S. Parsecan or New YorK CLAIMS HE HAS A 
except a paper napkin, which he MACHINE WHICH WILL MAKE A DOOR KNOB LOOK LIKE A 
= of necessity was compelled to ™0SS BANK: Tue PHOTO SHOWS THE DOCTOR AT WORK ON 

* : ; : - A PATIENT WITH HIS MACHINE, THE RESULT OF FIFTEEN 
Wear. Brownsville (Tex.) Senti- YEARS OF EXPERIMENTING.” —Deseret (Utah) Evening News. 
nel. (Fred B,. Latham.) (Eda Parkinson.) 


“THERE IS HOPE! 


times in a year the barber has cut 
during that time NEARLY NINETEEN 
MILES OF HAIR FROM HIS HEAD.” — 
Canada’s National Farm Journal, 
(Douglas E. Price.) 
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The Old Fourth 


By Marie Tetto Puituirs 
ECOLLECT? 
When we were kids, 

On the Fourth of July, 
How the Carrolls and Browns, 
All three families together, 
Celebrated? 
The lights and the snakes 
That the little folks lit, 
And the lovely flower-pots, 
And how Mame burnt her 

dress 
Full of little brown holes, 
With a big Roman-candle 
Waved over her head? 
The giant firecrackers, 
And the one that Jack held 
That went off in his hand 
And set fire to his sleeve? 
The great skyrockets, 





Drawn by Cuances A. Hucues 


Mister Lion 


The Parrot Tulip 


By Jane Harvey 
Suggested by my ragged parrot 
tulips—they look like tropical birds 
HINK I’m a flow’r 
With ragged hems, 
And colors gay, 
Chain’d to these stems? 


I am a bird— 

A parrot gay, 
With wings to sail 
Me far away. 


Know why I’m here 
For this short stay 
Doing penance 
Day after day? 


Mister Hippo ( “SomMEBODY’S BEEN MONKEYING WITH THESE carps!” I talk’d too much 


Mister Giraffe 


How they shrieked going up, 
And the one that came down 
And hit Rose on the head, 
Recollect? 


When Sister Is Sixteen 


By Vivian Yetser LARAMORE 


’M tired of being just past six 
When Sister is sixteen, 

I’m tired of hearing, “‘Hush, my dear, 
Children should be seen.” 

It’s true her beaux bring candy sticks 
And call me Little Sister, 

But I can’t call them Bud and Bob— 
It’s “Thank you, sir,” and “‘ Mister.” 


And when they start the graphophone 
I’m always in the way; 

Although I know most every step 
They tell me to go play. 

And I must walk to grammar school 
While Sister rides to high, 

For “Little folks should exercise,” 
I’m sure I don’t know why. 


I’m tired of being just past six 
With Sister ten years older, 
But I shall pay her back some day— 

She knows it, for I’ve told her. 
Just wait till she is twenty-six! 
(I guess you think I’m mean) 
But then she'll find out how it feels 
When Sister is sixteen. 


A Butterfly 
I watched a little butterfly 
As it went gaily flitting by 
With wings the color of the sky. 


And mother told me just today 
That once it was all dull and gray 
And in a cocoon wrapped away. 


Noise 
“They kick because a fellow howls,” 
Said Bobby with a sigh, 
“But, honest now, when father 
growls 
He makes more noise than I.”’ 


What Little Brother Meant 
The twins were both troubled by an 
inability to pronounce initial S. Little 
brother, who was entertaining a grown-up 
visitor, said by way of conversation: “I tee 
moke tomin’ out of Mith’s house!”’ 
“He means,” explained little sister, “‘he 
tees poke tomin’ out of Pith’s house.” 





Drawn by Hanver Peaxe 


An EpvucaTepD Rat. 
HERE IS A CULTURED ANIMAL, 
So HIGHLY EDUCATED 
THAT IT CAN SPELL THE SPECIES 
To WHICH IT IS RELATED. 


*Rithmetic 


Alice Bright in school was smart, 
In subjects all but one was fine; 

But when her adding she would start, 
You'd find her four and four made nine. 





Drawn by Epwarp A. Fritz 


WAITING FOR THE WHISTLE. 
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A fairy heard 
And chang’d me from 
A happy bird. 


Into a flow’r 
One week each year, 

* * . 
Take heed my child— 
Lest fairies hear! 


On His Side 


By Cuartes Horace MErers 


A TOM cat lay down with a cute little 
mouse 
On his side while he slept peacefully; 
A sight seldom seen in the average house, 
Though it seemed not peculiar to me. 


Old Tom seemed contented as I looked him 
o’er 
With a sense of elation and pride. 
But, pardon me, I should have told you 
before: 
The mouse was upon his inside! 


In the Air 
A funny old fellow named Murch 
Got a job a’painting a church. 
When he got to the steeple, 
And looked down on the people, 
He exclaimed “ How is this for a 
perch?” 


Swimmin’ 
All the gang of boys wentswimmin’, 
Johnny Green the rest was trim- 
min’; 
He could dive-and float about, 
Best, ‘cause he was very stout! 


A Question 
Said Lady Mouse to little mice, 
“Now, children, have a care! 
That sly old cat is sneaking ‘round 
To catch you unaware, 
Let’s tie a bell around her neck, 
So we’ll know when she’s prying.” 
VAbie “Bravo, Mamma!” said baby 
Mouse, 
“But who will do the tying?” 
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Mr. Monk—KEEP your EYE 
ON ME AND YOU'LL LEARN SOME- 
THING ABOUT GOLF. 


When It Took Courage 
to Keep Still 


By Minnie Leona Upton 


EOFFREY and Hazel Gordon spent 
(; most of their vacation on Grand- 

father Gordon’s farm in Maine. 
The north end of the farm is part wood- 
land and part blueberry pasture. Grand- 
father Gordon told Geoffrey and Hazel 
they might pick berries “on halves’ — 
that is, they might have half of the money 
he got for the berries they picked, after he 
had boxed and crated them, and sent them 
to Boston to market. As_ blueberries 
brought such a good price they were quite 
rich before the season was nearly over. 
Geoffrey had twenty dollars in his bank, 
and Hazel had fifteen. Grandmother 
Gordon said Hazel had done very 
well, considering that she was 
two years younger than Geoffrey. 

They had not written their 
Mother about earning money. 
It was to be a great surprise for 
her when they should reach home. 
They had their plans all made, to 
buy her a tea-set that she had ad- 
mired in a china-shop window. 
“The prettiest tea-set in the 
world!” she had called it. 

At last came the day before 
they were to return to the city. 
They meant to spend the whole 
day blueberrying. The berries 
were not as plentiful as they had 
been, but there was still good 
picking. They carried a lunch, so 
as not to have to spend time going 
to the house to eat at noon. 

They picked into dippers, and 
emptied these into their four 
pails. It was nearly sunset, 
when, coming around a clump of 
bushes, to empty his dipper, 
Geoffrey had a big surprise. 
“Whew!” he whistled. There, 
eating berries from one of his 
overturned pails, was a chubby 
brown creature! 


“Old Mrs. Atherton’s chow 


Mr. Hippo—Noruine To rt! 
Just watcu ME! 


” 


dog!’’ he exclaimed. ‘But I didn’t know 
dogs liked blueberries. Hi there!’’ And 
he threw a big pine cone at the woolly- 
coated thief. 

With a funny “‘ Woof!”’ the animal raised 
its head. Then Geoffrey saw it wasn’t 
a dog at all! 

Just then up came Hazel. “Oooh— 
what—?”’ she began. But suddenly they 
heard a great crackling in the bushes not 
far away. It was an old mother bear, 
coming as fast as her fat legs would carry 
her, to look out for her baby—the little 
blueberry-stealing cub! 

She had come down from the Northern 
forest, with her baby, to grow fat and lazy 
on sweet berries. Usually the bears who 
do this are not cross at all; they only want 
to keep out of the way of dogs and guns. 
But you see this old mother bear had heard 





Photograph by H. Anmstrona Rosperts 
Tue Most Important Matrer In THE WorLp. 
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Mr. Monk — Take my 


ADVICE——QUIT GOLF AND STICK 
! 


TO TIDDLEDY-WINKS. 
her baby say “Woof!” and she thought 
something meant to hurt him. So on she 
came, her little eyes shining, her white 
teeth glistening! 

It was then Geoffrey remembered the 
story Grandfather Gordon had once told, 
of how he fooled a bear when he was a little 
boy, lost in the woods, far from home. 

“Play dead, Hazel!’”’ he whispered. 
“Play dead! Quick. Down—the way 
Grandpa said!” 

He dropped to the ground, as he whis- 
pered, and so did Hazel. Madame Bruin 
came up to them. She seemed puzzled. 
She nuzzled Geoffrey. She smelled all over 
his face and head. Her warm breath made 
him feel faint, but he did not stir. She 
poked him with her paw. Then she rolled 
him over. Then she left him, and did 
all the same things to Hazel. But Hazel 
was just as plucky as Geoffrey. 
She “played - dead” perfectly. 
She hardly breathed. Then 
the anxious Mother went back 
to Geoffrey, and poked and 
nuzzled him again. She did the 
same a second time to Hazel. 
Then she seemed to decide they 
were harmless things. She gave 
a funny “Woof!” and walked 
over to the blueberry pails, where 
the greedy cub was still eating: 
and between them they ate up 
every one of those berries! Then 
they both said “‘ Woof! Woooo!”’ 
and ambled off into the bushes. 

Geoffrey and Hazel lay quite 
still, listening till they could not 
hear the faintest crackling of a 
twig. Then they got up and ran 
home as fast as they could 
scamper! 

“I’m glad we got berries 
enough for the tea-set, first!”’ said 


Hazel, when they told their 
adventure. ‘Me too!” said 
Geoffrey. 


“I’m glad that I have grand- 
children who can keep their wits 
about them!” said Grandfather 
Gordon. “Me, too!” repeated 
Grandmother Gordon. 
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Be guided by the experience 
of thousands of travelers the 
world over and use 


MOTHERSILL’S 
SEASICK REMEDY 


It prevents and relieves nausea 
Officially adopted by Steamship 
Companies on both fresh and salt 
water. Contains no cocaine, mor- 
phine, opium, chloral, coal tar pro- 
ducts or their derivatives,nor other 
habit forming drugs. 


Sold by leading druggists — 60c 
and $1.20 on guarantee of satisfac- 
tion or money refunded. 


MOTHERSILL REMEDY co. 
DETROIT CHIGAN 
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Drawn by Fraxx Ryroer 

Mother—Bossy! You wAvEN’T SAID 
YOUR PRAYERS! 

Bobby—It’s aut ricut, MA. I GAVE 
JIMMY A NICKEL AND HE SAID "EM FOR ME. 


Pet in a Pet 
Pet names he used to call her, 
And—well, he does it yet, 
But they are married now, and be it far 
From me to tell what names they are, 
When she is in a pet! 


A Different Al 
“T know a feller what’s got pink eyes.” 
“ Albino?” 
“Naw, Al Purdy.” 


Cuticura Soap 
—JIs Ideal for — 


The Complexion 


Seso.0t Otagment. Tyeum Se. Fn the Fereamptes 
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Drawn by Pavit Remy 
A Parr or SPECTACLES. 


Judgelets 
By Henry FisHer 


"THE darkest hour is before pawn. 
No one can say that the Tulsa riots 
lacked color. 

Imperfect hosiery may make a holey 
show of a pretty girl. 

Few real estate sharks suffer from insom- 
nia: They lie so easily. 

The proof-reader that observed that 
“‘our railroads run at standard gouge”’ and 
let it ride that way must have been a com- 
muter. 

Eight hours sleep is a necessity. Neces- 
sity is the mother of invention. Hence, 
the family upstairs that invented the all- 
night racket would do well in heeding 
Mother. 


Anachronism 
We don’t know what it is, but something 
seems to be wrong about that phrase 
“still dry.” 


Bea ing It 
Nutt—When I see my love, my heart 
beats fast, and when I see her father 
Megg—Ah! 
Nutt—Mv heart beats faster. 














Drawn by Cart ANDERSON 


“I’M GLAD YE DIDN’T LET THET FELLER 
SELL YE A MILKIN’ MACHINE, Hiram. 
JEST LOOK WHAT WOULD 0’ HAPPENED 

ae 
TO IT: 
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a Ti ONE GALLON 
= HERMO JUG 
Every Autolst, T Tourist, 
ett JUG that Keeps ig mids HOt 


Why pay from $5 to $10 for a pint 
r quart rey yi my you cm get a gallon 


ze 
L ~~ AA tony“ We pa, tne pera to ary tart 


one today 
aan zen BROS. MFG. Co. 
Iw 
gm Dept. 2 Marshallt 








Cut out this ad and mail it to us, with your name and 
address (no money); and we will se ond you our FAMOUS 
KARNAK RAZOR by return mail, postpaid. You may use 
the razor for 30 days FREE; then if i oulikes vay wit. 8s. 
If you don’t like it return it. SE MONE 








MORE COMPANY, Romy a. rm mere Mo, 





SPARKLING 


BERRYGUNDY 


Home made from rich specialiy Pb ared loganberries— 
no preservatives. Delicious. 00 brings you by mail, 
material fora gallon. Pleasing, or money back gladly. 
SPARKLING BERRYGUNDY COMPANY, 
28 Lewis Street, Portland, Oregon 
































Drawn by Ant Hevrant 


Click—I sEE SOME YEGGMEN WALKED 
AWAY WITH A LOT OF MONEY FROM A 
DOWNTOWN BANK. 

Clack—Y En. THEY PROBABLY BELIEVED 
IN THE CASH AND CARRY PLAN. 


Then and Now 


By C. H. Watpron 


WHEN olden poets hymned their loves 
They wrote in singing words 
Of wild-rose blushes on their cheeks 
And hands like small white birds. 


My Julia ne’er would be content 
With praises such as these, 

I sing the dimple in her back 
And eke her pretty knees. 


Frostbites 
“Benson says life is a frost.” 
“T only wish it were.” 
“Why so?” 


“We might get an occasional nip.” 








WE BUY diamonds, watches, new or broken 

jewelry, platinum, old gold and silver, 
War Bonds, War Stamps, unused postage, false teeth, 
ete. Send today. Cash by return mail. Goods returned 
in 10 days if you're not satisfied. 


THE OHIO SMELTING & REFINING CO., 
281 Lennox Bidg., Cleveland, ‘Ohio 








ROMEIKE’S [2555 curring suncau 


| clippings which may appear about you, your friends or any 
| subject on which you may want to be “up-to-date.” Every 


newspaper or periodical of importance in the United States 
and Europe is searched. Terms $7.50 for 100 clippings. 
HENRY ROMEIKE 


106-110 Seventh Avenue New York 
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Drawn by Cuartes A. Hucues 
The Butler (to the new cook) 
*ERE’S YOUR BREAKFAST, Mum, wITH 
THE MISSUS’ COMPLIMENTS; AN’ THE 
CHAUFFER WITH THE NEW LIMOUSINE IS 
AT YOUR SERVICE, \IlUM, WHENEVER YOU 

SO WISHES 


Narrowed Down 

“T have absolutely lost 

in humanity!” 
“That so? What’s her name?’ 

A La Barnum 

“And you expect to interest people in 

this theory? Why. it is ridiculously im- 

possible!” 

“Sure' 


people.” 


That’s why it will interest 


A Woman's Reason 
“Why won’t you be engaged to me?”’ 


“Now, Algy, the silly season hasn’t 


gotten in full swing yet.” 






STANDARD 


\ DAY LIGHT 
SAVING 
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Drawn by Cuester I. Garve 


SUGGESTION TO COMMUTERS WHO FIND 
DAYLIGHT SAVING AND STANDARD TRAIN 
TIME CONFUSING. 





all confidence 
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PINE FOR FOUNTAIN PEN 
AND GENERAL USE 
LE Waterman Compaty 
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Best for Fountain Pens 


and General Use 


is a perfect chemical compound; non- 
corrosive and free of sediment. 


It is 


uniform in flow and consistency; per- 
manent in record properties; and prac- 
tical for all writing purposes. 


It comes in Blue-black, Green, Violet, 


At Stationers 
Everywhere 


Jet Black, Red and Blue; and is put up 
in convenient bottles—desk style for 


self-filling pens—desk filler—travellers’ 
filler—and in pint, quart, half-gallon 
and gallon bottles. 


L. E.Waterman Company, 191 Broadway, N.Y. 


129 So. State Street, Chicago 


24 School Street, Boston 


17 Stockton Street, San Francisco 














Blue, Bluer, Bluest! 


By Irene Hapiey 


OME, let us smile 
For just a little while, 

Let us pursue our pleasure. 
Away with dull care! 
Away with despair! 
Of joy we'll take full measure. 
If shadows should fall, 
We'll banish them all, 
And cheerfully keep on grinning 
Let’s smile while we may, 
For there may come a day, 


When smiling’ll be classed with sinning! 
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Another Hold-Up 

Mr. Wayback—What! two dollars for a 
seat to see this “Hero of Dead Horse 
Gulch” show? 

Box Office Man—Yes, sir, that’s the price. 

“Well, young man, I'll say that not all 
the stage robbers are opratin’ in the Far 
West.” 


A Little Movement 
Mother—You had better not have an- 
other piece of chicken. You must leave 
room for the cake. 
Nancy—Oh, the chicken can move over 
a little. 


























Your Car 


The price of some cars 
has come down—that of 
others has gone up. 

Which car will give you 
100% value for your needs? 

The best car made might 
not serve your require- 
ments as well as a cheaper 
one. 


You can have expert 
advice free of charge. If 
you want a car and will 
fill out this coupon com- 
addi- 


your 


pletely—furnishing 
tional details of 
needs, if necessary—you 
can obtain the unbiased 
service of the Motor De- 
partment of LeEsLie’s 
WeeEKLy. This free ser- 
vice is now made availa- 
ble to readers of JUDGE. 


COUPON 
Harotp \\. | rauson, M.E. 
Manager, Motor De partment 
Lesure’s WEEKLY 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 


I am considering the purchase of a car 
to cost about $.. and am espe- 
cially interested in one of the 5 
pinke pean ee . . (make) 


eeeeeeres ° (type) 


My requirements for a car are as follows 
Ca pacity....... ; 
Type of body..... : 
si ccenaeusl self 
Driven and cared for by ieee ‘ 
. : chauff-ur 
Kind of roads over which car would be 


used.... ....f have 
owned other cars of the following makes: 


The following cars of approximately 
the type in which I am interested are 
handled by dealers in my territory...... 


























Over the Hills to the Booze-House 


By Benjamin De Casseres 


Sic Transit Gloria Barney! 


r l SHE last time I saw Barney Shaw in 
Adelphi Terrace, London, I knew 
he was going to seed intellectually, 

that his massive brain and eagle eye were 
getting gummy. First of all, he left his 
spoon in his cup of coffee. Secondly, over 
his fourth glass of aerated milk he con- 
fided to me that, after all, Shakespeare 
was a capital pen-pusher. Thirdly, his 
shoes were polished. His genius was wan- 
ing; respectability had set in. 

I went around the corner, where I con- 
fided to H. G. Wells, who was squatted on 
a sunkist slope of the Embankment, that 
Shaw’s next book would show signs of 
rigor mortis. 

See what a prophet I am by reading the 
last page of the preface of “Back to 
Methuselah” (Brentano’s). Barney flips 
back a tear and says, ‘‘I am doing the best 
I can at my age. My powers are waning; 
but so much the better for those who found 
me unbearably brilliant when I was in my 
prime.” 

There are five plays in this book—begins 
in the Garden of Eden and ends up in the 
year 31,920. Barney has hitched them all 
together; but just how is rather hazy to 
me. Talk, talk, talk—but no drama. 
The epigrams that used to be a million- 
candle power are now three-parlor-match 
voltage. There are the Serpent, Na- 
poleon, Cain, Adam, the Barnabas Broth- 
ers, an Elderly Gentleman, Pygmalion, and 


| others. 


| secret. 


The book is a Babel. In fact, it is a 
babble. The most amusing man of his 
age is doing a Deburau fade-out. His next 
book will be his death-mask. 


Shush-h-h-h! 


HE walked into the office of a large 

publishing house sandaled in rubbers. 
She was so heavily veiled that not one of 
the clerks could tell her age, color or previ 
ous condition of inebriety. She tiptoed 
to the door of the Boss Rejecter. He was 
so busily engaged looking out the window 
at a raid on the corner saloon that he 
heard nothing—neither did he see. The 
veiled authoress laid a manuscript on his 
desk and withdrew noiselessly. 

I have constructed this picture from a 
statement made on the “jacket” of “In 
the Mountains” (Doubleday, Page & Co.). 
It says, “‘The authorship of this book is a 
. . .» But even the publishers have 
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not been told the secret, so each reader can 
do his or her own guessing.” 

Now, whom do they mail the checks to 
when they sell a copy or two of the book? 
Was she (it is a she) rich beyond the dreams 
of uplifters? Or did she leave a check with 
the manuscript to pay all expenses of 
printing, binding and distribution made 
out to Cash and signed ‘‘ Mrs. John Doe?” 

That the lady had coin is evidenced by 
the fact that the book is written in a chalet 
away up on the roof of the Alps. Takes 
kale to do that climb. The book shows 
internal evidence of Fannie Hurst, Mary 
Roberts Rinehart, Dorothy Dix and 
Madame Curie. It is probably a col- 
laboration of all of them. 

Then, again, it may have been written 
at the Swiss Chalet down in Luna Park. 
There is an Alps there, I know. 

You might read this book if only to take 
a hack at the guessing contest. 

Sibyl Had Sand 
“ AN epigram is the indivisible atom,” 
murmured Geoffrey in the ear of 
Sibyl. 

“Clever, but show your credentials,” 
fired back Sibyl, who was Tenth Deputy 
Police Commissioner of Manchester, Eng- 
land. Geoffrey turned his pockets inside 
out, losing his introspection at the sudden 
turn of affairs. 

Meanwhile the Bank Holiday had begun. 
The Germans were advancing toward 
Berlin and the Kaiser, like the River Iser, 
was rolling rapidly into Holland. 

Sibyl insisted. Time was short, art 
was long and Inspector Burke’s head was 
fat. Geoffrey fumbled. Not even a flask! 

A whistle was heard on the Manchester 
Canal. A Zep did a shimmy over the 
Guardian office, (“True Love,” Allan 
Monkhouse; Henry Holt & Company). 
Lloyd George oscillated between the Irish 
peat and the Russian steppes. 

“Would you let a’ young Shakespeare go 
to war if you knew it?” asked Geofirey, 
still slacking and searching. 

Sibyl looked inexorable. Under the 
rouge beat a pale face. She was English 
to her last h. 

Geoffrey leaped to the window. Below, 
Inspector Burke stood watch. His mon- 
ocle was directed at the window. He 
waved a banner marked “ Excelsior!” 

A fine fix! The mystery exudes on page 
375. An (as we literary fellows love te 
say) intriguing narrative. 
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The Lost Needle 


? 


HERE’S an old English play known as 

“Gammer Gurton’s Needle.” Its plot is woven 
around the loss of the family needle—no trifling 
misfortune in the days of old. 


Today, in this era of ours, life is so rich in com- 
forts that we seldom wonder how folks got along 
in the ancient world. And we sometimes forget 
what an important role advertising has played in 
making life pleasant and altogether livable. 


Advertising has one of the leading parts in the 
eternal drama of dollars. To it is directly due 
much of the multiplication of products and ser- 
vices which has come about during the last half 
century. 


It has smoothed the mechanics of existence— 
made life easier and more pleasant by bringing 
countless necessities—once considered luxuries— 
within our easy reach and into continuous use. 

Think of this for a minute. You owe much to 
advertising. 


And you miss much when you fail toread it! 





























~ ee rer ee 


A Ee De ee 





’ eT a A ta 





VERY MAN who works or plays 
outdoors should have this book 








“Fee ery man eae 
8) works oy 


It tells the story of the Collins Coat—something new and 
better in the sweater line. The Collins Coat is tailored to fit 
the body, 100% pure-wool fabric, double-knitted from two fine 
yarns. Made up in four distinctive styles ranging in price 
from $5.25 to $7.50; seven beautiful Heather colors. Send 
for the book which tells the story. 


W. E. TILLOTSON MFG. COMPANY 
334 FOURTH AVENUE, NEW YORK CITY 


MILLS: PITTSFIELD, MASS. 
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